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PREFACE. 



■♦♦- 



There are visions beheld in gone days, 

Pictured mists that come over the brain, 
Too trivial for censure or praise, 

Idle dreams 'mid youth's pleasures and pain. 
Some were hued like bright showers that fly 

When Hope's sun sent a ray through life's 
cloud ; 
But now all are dim ; o'er them lie 

Wasted years, like a sorrowful shroud. 
When the sun bow and storm cloud depart. 

Oft the smell of the rain haunts the earth ; 
So in age, in the trouble-worn heart. 

Hidden seeds, idly sewn, have their birth, 
Re-awakening some promise of morn 

Clouded o'er in the noontide of days. 
As a child that once hoped for is born 

To those who walk late in life's ways. 
In what form will these visions appear 

Thus brought forth in the fading twilight ? 



PREFA CE— Continued. 

Will their aspects wake pleasures or fear, 

Brighten day, or make darker the night ? 
For the oflfspring of old age are frail, 

Prematurely they ripen and fade ; 
In the past I might ah ! what avail 

To lament what lost days might have made ! 
Let them go, these poor fancies of youth, 

Now recalled in the lateness of time ; 
Life's troubles were soothed by their ruth 

And its hopes were indulged in their rhyme. 
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THE ENCHANTED LAND. 
f I. 

Like the sound of the ice when the night is clear, 
Like the humming of flame when the frost draws near. 
Round the mist-curtained land, voices calling the sun 
Were heard through the dawn in low whispers to run ; 
Then the coral depths chimed like to soft bells rung, 
And shapes of live lights to the breathing trees clung . 
Quick bubbles of song from the sea flowers sprung. 
Which, bursting in rainbows where lit waters played, 
Ringed ripples of melody dreamily made. 
Then the morn uprose, and the moving tide 
Woke the slumbering waves that wearily sighed, 
And their breath on the wings of the air fled away 
To the stars, as they died in the arms of the day. 
Yet soothingly upon the ear 
The sweet tones came from far and near. 
As though the chiming and the song 
From distant worlds were borne along 

B 
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By winds which travelled loitering! y 

Upon an undulating sea. 

But minstrelsy of earth ne'er spoke 

The thoughts those murmurous voices woke ; 

Unbidden in the pilgrim's eye 

Came the warm tears, he knew not why — 

it might be that the plaintive sound 

Fell on his listening soul and found 

Some relic of an earlier time, 

The cadence of forgotten rhyme 

Once heard in childhood's golden prime, 

'Til with the enchantment of the strain 

Long buried days uprose again. 

II. 

When fiery noon his flag unfurled 

*rhere fell great stillness on the world ; 

Throughout the hot and sleepy day 

There came no cloud, there dropped no shade. 

No glimpse of blue, no wandering ray ; 

A veil of misty glory made 

About the silent earth was laid. 

Beneath whose bright obscurity 

The baffled shadows fled away ! 

Ocean and land and spotless sky 

Were luminous, and none could say 



THE ENCHANTED LAND, 

If the great sun shone up on high, 

Or if the world had found its way 

Into a sea of quenchless day ; 

And all things trembled 'neath the haze, 

And breathed as with supprest delight 

At having dimmed the sun's fierce blaze, 

And stolen from him half his light. 

Hushed nature swooned from sheer excess 

Of its own wealth of joyousness, , 

And lay entranced in perfect rest, 

The intense stillness of the blest, 

Until the heralds of the sky 

Rolled back the portals of the west 

And bade it see the great sun die 

Pillowed in splendour on the breast 

Of soothing seas, that slowly drew 

Around him curtains of lit dew, 

'Til the mute twilight brought his shroud 

Of fiery haze and golden cloud, 

And day knelt at his couch and bowed. 

Hi. 

When the stars were bom in the chambers of night 
With throbbings like heartbeats, a wonderful light 
Came shedding great glory on mountain and lea, 
On the woods, on the rills that careered to the sea ; 
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The swift-footed waves made their way to the shore, 

And with carpet of foam jewels covered it o'er ; 

Then the rays lengthened out and wandered away 

To the weed-fringfed rocks in the slumbering bay ; 

But a mystery dwelt in that tremulous light 

That troubled the heart with a sad delight, 

And bred in it pleasure commingled with fear 

Lest the eye should behold, or the ear ever hear 

Some blinding effulgence or death-dooming name 

Of those who had kindled the mystical flame ; 

It seemed not earth-born in its radiance or hue. 

But filmy and changeful, as luminous dew 

Which falls when men sleep while the heavens are blue, 

Or glint of the north lights the stars shimmer through 

Growing lustrous, or dimmer, or fading away, 

As the voices of song on the midnight air 

Kept rising or falling like waves at their play, 

Or becalmed with the echoes lay silently there. 

But whence came the glory ? No tongue could tell. 

Nor the murmurous voices which rose and fell, 

Nor the hands that were ringing the low chimes' swell ; 

They came not from mermaid in wave-lighted cell. 

Nor from Triton who blew on his wreathed shell ; 

Nor from rock, nor from cave, where the sea urchins 
dwell ; 

Ear had not heard, nor eye ever seen ; 
A mystery brooded o'er all, I ween. 
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The stars are mirrored in the bay, 

Amid them, clad in bright array. 

The moon goes slowly on her way. 

For the night is still and very clear. 

But stealthily upon the ear 

There creeps a whispering voice of song 

From a breathing mist that glides along. 

Begetting a thrill like the thought of wrong. 

And now the light shines bright and fair. 

The round waves glisten in the air, 

And now it quivers o'er ocean and strand. 

Like the ripples that lave the enchanted land. 

But when its rays ebb to and fro, 

Bewildering shadows come and go 

In Sittings fantastic, that dazzle the sight 

Like the lambent flames that uncertainly light 

The spectral dreams of a restless night ; 

Overshadowed with awe, as when the earth dips 

Into the gloom of a noontide ecHpse, 

And a shudder runs over the earth and the sky. 

And sounds that are felt in the air, round us die. 

IV. 

Like summer time, the night is fair ; 
A barque is sailing on the sea, 
A lonely barque, and peacefully. 
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A pale ghost in the silvery air. 

Her motionless sails, like pinions white, 

Show in the rays of the throbbing light. 

While glittering eddies, which run by her side, 

Seem circling arms that are opening wide, 

With hands uplifted in artful play. 

And fingers beringed with diamond spray, 

That flash on the breast of the moving tide. 

Like luring lights, that deceitfully guide 

Lost wanderers over a pathless way, 

While voices intermixed prolong 

The cadence of a lulling song. 

And now the chimes ring deep and low 

Soft peals of joy or notes of woe ; 

And now the voices come and go, 

Like rippling laughter, hushed and low ; 

And now the arms sway to and fro. 

Bearing her onwards. Ah, well aday ! 

How bright is the night ! How the lit waters 

v. 

Alone in that barque 1 Oh, who is he 
Thus sailing on the midnight sea 
In solitude so heedlessly ? 
On him looks the quiet moon. 
And silently, like tropic noon. 
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The charmed waters rise and swoon 

Round about him heavily ; 

While the night airs dreamily, 

Singing low a mystic hymn, 

Breathe faint tremours over him ; 

Vapours lay their clammy fingers 

Gently on each languid limb. 

To heart and brain the chill touch tingles, 

As death with life then intermingles. 

Coldly wan the midnight lingers 

Trembling towards the ocean's rim ; — -. 

The moon moves down ; the sky grows dim ; 

In the pale night the faint stars swim, 

For now, the murmur and the motion 

Of creeping winds and lulling ocean. 

With subtle lethargy endued, 

The opiate balm of lassitude 

Have wove into his rest a dream. 

From whose cruel mastery 

Never morning's wakening gleam, 

Love's kind touch, or ardent beam, 

Or friendly voice, will set him free. — 

Helpless falls the drooping head ; 

Strength of limb and soul has fled. 

He will live, — but like one dead 

Evermore will be. 

Oh why has he sailed in the night alone, 
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In the charm and glamour of the land unknown ? 

Oh, better for him had he never drawn nigh 

To the luminous isle where the magic forms lie ! 

Now he neareth the shore, now the barque makes its 
way 

To the glittering sands of the perilous bay ; 

Now full in the flood of the light he is lost, 

The keel grates the shore, he has won the dim coast. 

Ah, woe is me ! How the night paleth ! 

How chill grows the air ! The night wind, how it 
waileth ! 

How a shudder creeps over the earth and the sky, 

And sounds that are felt in the air round him die. 

Oh, when will he waken ? No voices reply, 

But solemnly hushed are the earth and the sky ; 

For now the luring arms are round him. 

And now the magic spell has bound him. 

Those he should have shunned have found him ; 

Though he live, 'twere best he die. 



VI. 

The years have flown, and with them has fled 
The light, whose treacherous rays were shed 
Over the rocks, where the sparkling seas 
Danced to the sound of their melodies ; 
And with them has died the magical song. 
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And the mists that glided the waves along. 

But where is he who by night did ride 

In solitude over the moonlit tide ? 

And where is the luminous land so fair, 

That shone in its beauty deceitfully there ? 

They are gone like a dream ; they have vanished away ; 

The sea birds are crying, the rough billows play — 

For stormy winds shout in the turbulent bay. 

While fragments of ruin rise up from beneath 

In a sunshine that weaves round those tokens of death 

'Mid the flashing of spray drops, a many-hued wreath, 

'Til the charmed heart forgets how that glory in vain 

Sheds a glamour that hides, 'neath life's glittering main. 

The wrecks of lost days. It may cover them o'er, 

But the billows of time cast them up on death's shore. 

VII. 

He lies within that dreamy land. 
Vast endless plains on either hand 
Into a boundless sky expand. 
Where filmy shades walk up and down, 
And slyly beckoning, smile and firown, 
'Til with impatient hand he tries 
To drive away with hasty sweep 
These visions that in restless sleep 
Sore vex his troubled eyes. 
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But nerveless drops the feeble arm, 
His aimless thoughts sway to and fro. 
For subtler grows the opiate charm, 
And its powers overthrow 
Struggling heart and reeling brain.— r 
He would wake ! The wish is vain ; 
Mind nor limbs will ever rise, 
Nor discernment of the eyes 
Come to him who slumbering lies 
Forgotten on that shore. 
Life with him had best be o'er, 
For youth and innocence no more 
Can be what they have been of yore. 

VIII. 

The land of forgetfulness, 

Where things seem not — yet are, 
Where all that's large — looks less. 

And all that's nigh — shows far. 
Where hope turns into dread. 

But a dread beguiled full soon ; 
Where the living shun the dead, 

Where death appears a boon. 
Where shadows fiill with fright, 

But reality is naught ; 
Where the day appears a night 
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With joys and sorrows fraught, 
A night whose beauties show 

Like a dimly mottled sky, 
Where fancies come and go 

In crowds uncertainly ; 
Where day seems only bom to die, 

And night to change to day ; 
While years and months pass swiftly by, 

But the moments lag alway. 
And now soft winds sigh fitfully, 

Now a strange voice is heard, 
And now the sounds have ceased to be 

Ere ever a breath has stirred ; 
The curdling air moves dreamily, 

The mottled light is blurred. 

IX. 

There speaks no voice, but a constant hum 

Of mingled tones fills all the air ; 
Across his brain they go and come 

Like breezes on an ocean fair, 
Where never a trace is left behind, 

Altho' the surface darkened be. 
Fancies that wander like the wind. 

O'er minds as placid as the sea 
That heaves and dies on a summer's day, 
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When wave nor ripple comes o'er its breast, 
But ever the lights and the shadows play 

In a dreamy and calm unrest ; 
And there through uU the uncertain time 

He heard faint notes like piping birds, 
But wist not if 'twere mumbled rhyme 

Or drowsy talk of muttered words ; 
The leafy trees appeared to chime, 

Though not a single twig had stirred ; 
The dancing rills kept beating time 

To melodies obscurely heard ; 
Then thrills crept round like things in slime 

Then sounds like dreaming beasts that purred. 
Near pebbles whispered each to each, 

Quick o'er the plain the converse spread, 
The heart of earth it seemed to reach. 

And then it wandered overhead ; 
He thought some marvel it might teach. 

And listened, but the voice had fled ; 
Anon the vague bewildering speech 

Came back, and round him murmured, 
Like low sung prayer, when hearts beseech 

Forgiveness for the sinful dead. 

X. 

Lost in that wide expanse he lay, 

Where withered nature aped the spring 



THE ENCHANTED LAND. 13 

With green leaves 'mid last year's decay, 
And change that moved in endless ring ; 

He heard the stir of creeping life 

Come upward from the teeming earth ; 

Saw myriad shapes with instinct rife 
Crowding to find the welcome birth ; 

Heard cries of buds that burst their bounds, 

Of seeds that broke from out the soil, 
Of all quick things which then had found 

Their part in life's appointed toil ; 
Saw clouds of moths 'mid green grass blades 

All blithely dancing to and fro 
In rainbow tints, whose changing shades 

Blent with the colored plants below ; 
Attractive forms rose all about. 

Vast, beautiful, and new ; 
When one strange shape had faded out 

Another did its type renew. 
Tall reeds, like marshalled hosts stood there. 

But only moved when from the sky 
Dropped suddenly a chilly air, 

As a lone cloud went drifting by — 
Fantastic trees that seldom stirred; — 

Dry spectral woods, with naked armSj 
Rose up erect, while, mid them heard 

Low voices whispered subtle charms. 
Weird fibres in a matted coil, 



I 
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Their grey skins gleaming in the sun, 
Like giant worms that from the soil 

Into a tangled mass had run, 
Twisting about in the heated air 

Like those that fishers take in hand 
When they such living toils prepare 

Upon an oozy marge of sand, 
Scoring its face with ragged marks 

In convolutions wildly made ; 
So o'er the ground swept those grim barks, 

By every eddying zephyr swayed. 
Their hoar trunks rent by stormy time 

And white with drifting salt and sprays 
Encrusted round with shells and slime ; 

Yet, ever when a warm spring day 
Broke o'er the world, they budded out 

Bright green, to welcome back the lightj 
Showing that love still hung about 

The home of fading days and blight; 
Then, all throughout that vague expanse 

Of filmy warmth and drowsy life, 
Went shadowy forms across his glance 

In the dim air with mystery rife. 
They seemed like clouds that crossed the sky. 

Then shining cliffs, then sheltered dale-^ 
Majestic lands that floated by. 

But always changing as they sail ; 
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And then to fearth he turned his thought, 
And wondered why all things lived on^ 

With what deep meaning, they were fraught ; 
Why some remained, while some were gone 

why that escaped, which most was sought ; 
Why rest was marred, and toil undone. 



XI. 

A gossamer streamed in the wind. 

Holding an old leaf to a tree ; 
Its twirling ways perplexed his mind, 

Sore pondering what its fate would be. 
For days he watched it dance and swing, 

Till all at once it fluttered down ; 
The sudden fall to him did bring 

Sensations he had never known ; 
A fear came creeping o'er his soul 

Lest he should fade and pass away ; 
But then he deemed the aged bole 

Would have fresh leaves another day ; 
So why not he, if one joy died. 

Call up another in its place ? 
Sorrow and mirth are near allied, 

The same goal ends their varied race, 
In the one's track the other's found 

Alternate as the ages fleet ; 



X . 
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Then, slowly rolling o'er the ground, 

The shrivelled leaf crept to his feet ; 
And then he thought they had an end, 

But what had that to do with him — 
Things present with things past did blend, 

But like the future, all were dim. 
Oh! leaves might drop and leaves might grow. 

Old trees upstand or lowly lie, 
What matter if they lived or no . 

To litter earth or deck the sky ! 

For gossamer is but the thread 

That holds the living to the dead, 

Alternate green and witherM. 



XII. 

Then near, obscure in vapour, stands 
A form, loose clad in yellow flesh, 
Her long hair in a filmy mesh 

She combs between her lissom hands, 

And like a robe, when blows the wind. 
The shrunk skin, moving to and fro, . 
A slender skeleton doth show 

Through the thin covering sharp defined. 

She makes a motion with her feet 
As one who walks, but goeth not, 
Who hesitates, and hath forgot 
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A something she would wish to greet ; 
Or one who, dreaming in the night, 

Strives breathless to pursue her way, 

While an overmastering power doth stay 
Her eager footsteps with affright. 
Her cheeks blush falsely, and are thin, 

Yet ruby red each parted lip ; 

Now playfully her footsteps slip. 
As though some trouble she were in — 
Most evil is that cunning act ^ 

But, oh, her looks ! Aye, therein lies 

The dreadful magic that defies 
Young innocence with artful tact. 
Her eyes are blue, and very clear, 

And 'mid her raven locks show bright, 

While now and then pale gleams of white 
In smiling mouth appear. 
Her taper fingers play about 

As though she meant not to allure. 
But humming, marked some ditty pure. 

Whose subtle measure hung in doubt. 

And he who sees this vision, feels 
A tremor run through soul and frame — 
Something that scorches like the flame 

Which ice with numbing cold conceals. 

Ah, shameless hag ! To kindred eyes 
Thy loathsome flesh shows firm and fair, 
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To such thy evil actions wear . 

The garb of virtue, in disguise — 

But to the chaste and pure of heart 
Thou art a piteous thing indeed ! 
A woe that makes their bosoms bleed — 

A nameless fear that makes them start. 

But those who know thee hasten by, 
Maybe with terror in their souls. 
Thinking how much thy power controls 

The generations as they fly. 

He saw her, then she fled away. 
Casting o'er him that spell of dread — 
A mind that longs with sin to wed. 

And broods in thought of her alway. 

He ever thinks her image stands 

Waiting his love. Oh, could he hear 
The heartless chucklings far and near, 

Of whispering fiends, that clap their hands 

With a dull clash, as when the dead, 
At midnight, in a place of stones. 
Build up in haste the old dry bones 

They in their lifetime tenanted ! 

XIII. 

Then suddenly was heard the sound 
Of water, running through a glade, 
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And then it stopped, with pause profound, 

And all at once a faint voice said, 
" What is it ? " And from out the sedges green 

Which girt the stream, a weary face 
Looked up to see what might be seen, 

Cast a vague stare at empty space. 
Then sighed like one in dreary mood. 

And lay him down again to sleep. 
Then round about for many a rood, 

As though from earthly caverns deep, 
Came smotheted cries, whereat again 

Rose that poor face from out its sleep 
With a vexed look of fretful pain, 

Turned him half round, as though to weep, 
And cried, " No, no ! the sheeted dead 

Must have their rest as well as I !" 
Then downward sank that piteous head 

With a faint peevish cry. 
But louder grew the confused noise, 

Like babbling tongues in strife it seemed, 
Wnereon he talked with mumbling voice. 

Like one who muttered as he dreamed — 
" Not to the charnel, O my soul ! 

See where the grizly phantoms loom, 
Struggling with agony to roll 

The stones from off their prison's tomb, 
For they're shut in by heavy rocks. 
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Through whose thin crevices a ray 
Of dismal light creeps in, and mocks 

Their quenchless yearnings for the day. 
Hark how they moan ! " By sin, by sin, 

** For ever are we fastened in ! 
" O heavy stones give way, unroll ! " — 

He shuddering at these words of dole, 
And at the fear of those within — 

" Not to the chamel, O my soul." 

XIV. 

Blest was the awe this vision brought 

From out the dwellings of the dead ; 
Awhile a hopeful change is wrought, 

And held him with the strength of dread. 
But some new thing his fancy caught. 

And all the promised good had fled. 
For where the waters of that stream 

Were resting neath the bank in peace, 
He saw a beetle, like a gleam. 

Dart o'er the mirror of their face. 
Into a thousand flickering lines 

Broke all the forms that slept therein, 
But 'mid the wreck the beetle shines. 

And makes the shattering ripples spin. 
Then why not he his pastime take. 
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And riot on the stream of life, 
And if he chose, its stillness break, 

And shine and wanton 'mid the strife ; 
For pleasure's reign is quickly o'er. 

And waters will be calm once more. 
Then placidly came gliding near, 

O'er the smooth wave, a bubble bright, 
Wherein all miniatured appear 

The trees, the clouds, the rosy light. 
Like a new joy, it met his gaze, ^ 

And long he watched it gleaming on, 
'Til in some sudden rapid's maze 

It glistened, shivered, and was gone ; 
And then an eddy caught his look. 

Where things were always circling round, 
A ceaseless movement, where the brook 

In a wind-sheltered bay was bound. 
But, oh ! the dire monotony 

Of one dull round of changeless life, 
Where like events fcr aye go by. 

Better for him the whirl of strife ; 
Wild years, all marked by startling deeds, 

As grief or pleasure rings the hours. 
Fierce combats with life's thorns and weeds, 

And revels in its beds of flowers. 
And then there was no more to see ; 
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And so he lay him down again 
To watch the clouds and shadows flee, 
And dream on that bewildering plain. 

XV. 

Allurements came — in dazzling beams 

There flashed and shone resplendent motes, 
And on a sea of golden streams 

White misty shapes in pearly boats. 
Then rainbow rings went glittering round — 

Live colours in fantastic maze, 
Phantoms in clouds of fire bound, 

Dark shades that burst in sudden blaze. 
But whether they were mists or light 

He never knew, and little cared ;' 
Daylight to him was as the night, 

And night like to a day that flared 
With fierce and unconnected flames ; 

Fancies which ever came and went, 
Children of wild distempered aims, 

The spectral hosts of discontent — 
And then they vanished, one by one. 

And there with palsied mind he lay. 
When daylight came he wished it done, 

And when midnight he longed for day — 
And so all hope was cast aside, 
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The fatal calm came down again, 

The numbness of a jaded brain, 
And there for long while did abide. 

Anon, as reckless horsemen ride, 
New thoughts swept through him like a tide, 

With reinless pleasures in their train. 

XVI. 

Now overhead, with waving hands 

And twinkling feet, danced airy crowds, 
Enticing shapes in whirling bands, 

Like scud and drift of stormy clouds. 
Discolored lines that streaked the sky 

Then swiftly glancing through the air, 
There fell, like moonlight on his eye. 

Through mottled clouds of flowing hair, 
Bright flashing eyes, alluringly. 

Like stars, when night winds have blown bare 
The heavens, where they all hidden lie — 

While perfumed breezes softly blew. 
And voices whispered here and there 

Words, which it seemed to him he knew. 
But when, or how, or what, or where ? — 

Was all obscure. He onlv felt 
That someone bade him to beware. 

And then he thought that someone knelt 
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In attitude of earnest prayer ; 

But who it was, — or why she kept 
Her white hands clasped, he could not tell. 

'Twas long ago, ere o'er him crept 
The magic of that drowsy spell. 

It might be he had seen her weep 
In other days, when he lay down 

To sleep another kind of sleep. 
But that good time had long since flown, 

And now, if she did sing or weep, 
Or laugh, or make an idle moan, 

He little recked ; the wildering deep 
Of darkened time had overflown 

His memory's bounds, and hidden all 
The sources of his youth's delight ; 

And the blank days did round him fall, 
Vague and uncertain as the night ; — 
But yet, across his soul a trace 

Of better things this vision brought ; 
As night dews oft make green the place 

Where once a desert rill has wrought ; 
But life's spring flowers return no more 

When sin's simoon, with fiery drought, 
Has dried youth's fount and parched its shore, 

Love's rains will only then bring out 
Frail growths where beauty sprang of yore. 
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XVII. 

Then o'er that stream the brilliant crowd 

Of dazzling forms went sweeping round, 
With a wild burst of music loud 

And songs in glad confusion wound. 
To him it seemed as if the spheres 

Broke out in light and harmonies, 
To ravish his too willing ears 

And blind with welcome blaze his eyes ; 
But ever 'mid the whirling throng 

There comes the vision of a boy, — 
And 'mid the wildest of the song 

A voice that marred the maddening joy. 
Who was that boy ? And whose that tone ? 

He inly felt, but feared to know ; 
The voice was like unto his own, 

The boy like him, long years ago ; 
What did they there at such a time 

Amid the frenzy of the throng ? 
On with the dance ! — louder the chime ! 

And fiercer shout the unhallowed song ! 
Drown with uproar that piteous cry. 

And drive away that sorrowing thing. 
Why comes it here with tearful eye. 

Reproaches from the past to bring ? 
Oh well for him if he had heard 
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The voice that cried from other days ; 
And well for him if it had stirred 

The stagnant fountain of his ways ! 
It might have woke within his mind, 

Thoughts which could lift his soul on high. 
To shine a comfort to his kind, 

A worship for the gladdened eye ; 
Like mist, that from the slimy ooze 

Of muddy and polluted stream 
Goes up to heaven, and, altered, shows 

A glorious realm, where brightly gleam 
Choice treasures rich in sunny hues ; 

While all its vapoury bounds retain 
The freshening rains, the wholesome dews 

And shadows for a desert plain. 
From filth and dirt of ordured land 

Frail flowers and failing fruits derive, 
When tended by a nurturing hand. 

Fresh strength to flourish and survive — 
To bless and beautify new earths 

From age to age with nobler births. 
But round and round in reckless flight 

Went the mad time of dance and song,. 
Like restless troubles of the night. 

Or scuds that in the whirlwind throng ; 
But after that the skies grew dim, 

And then they darkened day by day, 
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'Til neither song nor dance to him 

Brought welcome sound or cheerful play \ 
For they would utter nevermore 

The artless speech of childhood's time, 
Nor to its purity restore 

The tainted beauty of its prime ; 
That heart was dead ; — never again 

Would it rejoice in cloudless day : 
The light of life's unsullied main 

Sin's evil storms had chased away ; 
As flowers that close when curtained night 

Has robbed them of their loved sun's beam ; 
Open no more, however bright 

Taper or lamp may on them gleam. 

XVIII. 

At length this time came to an end, 

And rain and gloom obscured the day, 
And the green rushes 'gan to bend 

In token of a swift decay. 
Mildews and blight fell on the earth. 

And loathsome grew its mouldy life ; 
Wailings were heard in place of mirth. 

Instead of peace was noisy strife. 
Then sadly frbm his grassy bed 

Rose thai pale form with haggard look. 
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Tom, faded garlands round his head, 

And limbs that with a palsy shook. 
On the black heavens he fixed his gaze. 

And with his shrunken hands outspread 
Went feeling through the darkened ways 

For one who ever from him fled. 
His trembling voice, with feeble breath, 

Cried through the cloudy horror thick — 
" Come, come, to me, O welcome death. 

Pale father of life, come quick ! " 
But answer came not through the gloom. 

Nor stir of leaf, nor slightest sound. 
Darkness enclosed him like a tomb, 

Cold silence drew her curtain round. 

XIX. 

Most solemn was that solitude, 

Came never sound to waken thought. 
But unseen dread's mysterious brood. 

That flee when they have misery wrought. 
And every way was full of thorns. 

Where wicked things at times did show ; 
While horrent trees pushed forth great horns 

To bar the pathway he would go. 
Oppressive grew the heavy woods. 

And foul the air that steamed around ; 
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There lichen led her ravening broods, 

There slimy fungus streaked the ground. 
Liannes, like twisting serpents hung, 

From branch to branch, live coils of rope ; 
There cankered creepers clutched and clung 

To gnarled boles like fear to hope. 
There jibbering creatures dancing went 

Between the stems of trembling trees, 
While sobbing griefs low moanings blent 

With screams of maddening extacies ; 
Most poisonous were the leprous plants, 

And slippery was earth's sodden bed ; 
The turf gasped like to one who pants 

Wherever passed his timid tread. 
The creeping grass, like centipedes, 

Crawled slowly down the blood-red bank, 
Where mosses lifted antlered heads. 

While fleshly leaves the darkness drank ; 
Barb-pointed shrubs, in phalanx ranged, 

Rose up and spread their lances round. 
Like huge sea urchins, that had changed 

Their ocean bed for forest ground. 
Now with green fog the woods looked dim, 

The trees were clothed with verdant hair, 
And like white bones shone taper limbs 

When sudden breezes blew them bare. 
Like frothing milk the mildew lay 
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On crumbling stem and rotting root ; 
It shone like snow at close of day, 

But when morn broke 'twas black as soot 
Veined, leafy hands, with many a claw, 

Reached out across the forest gloom — 
From scaly trunks, like beasts that draw 

Their victims to an oozy tomb ; — 
Twas void of speech, no breaking light, 

A tangled mass of palsied life, 
Like foes arrested in fierce fight 

And held in attitude of strife. 
For sin and her vile brood had passed 

Through the dark ways and paralyzed 
The souls whence hope had been outcast 

By selfishness as love disguised. 

XX. 

The night is troubled, dark with cloud, 
The flying winds are calling loud 
To comrades in the caverned hill. 
And answering voices hoarsely fill 
The whirling air with hollow sounds. 
Ah ! see overhead the spotted hounds. 
With spectral huntsmen, rushing on 
To catch the sorely hunted one. 
With streaming hair and starting eyes : 
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For fast the yelping bloodhounds try 

To clutch him in his headlong flight ; — 

Ah me, how gruesome grows the night ! 

See how the foul begotten sins 

Are chasing him o'er rocks and lynns ; 

Borne in a tideway of great fog, 

Through quaking sands and treacherous bog. 

Bounding like hailstones o'er the plain. 

Then leaping high in air again, 

Through driving cloud and blinding sleet 

A hunted thing, that strives to cheat 

The sleuthhounds in their cruel chase 

By crafty turns and shift of place. 

But sin's blood-craving pack abounds 

With loud-voiced, many-colored hounds ; 

And every sleuthhound hath a tongue 

Full of meanings deep and strong — 

A tongue that only can impart 

Its secrets to a conscious heart. 

And every sleuthhound hath a skin. 

Varied in colour with each sin. 

But their hues are only known 

To those who kindred colors own. 

Aye, after him, with wild hulloo ! 

No flock of vultures ever flew 

With such fierce eagerness to taste 

The carcase in the desert waste 
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As those remorseless hounds to catch 
Their victim in life's hunting match. 
Tis fearful, through the murky air. 
To see the horrid riot tear, 
And all the blood grows cold to think 
How soon the hunted one will sink — 
The savage pack upon him fly, 
And rend him in his agony. 

XXL 

The years fly swift, the whirl of days 

Bears him along with fearful speed. 
Unconscious of or blame, or praise. 

Of righteous or unholy deed. 
The once broad ways are closing in, 

And darker grows the life-long road; 
The palsied brain and limbs begin 

To fail beneath a lessening load. • 
He feels the throb of sense outworn, 

The flutter of a stricken life. 
The aching of the concience, torn 

In fierce turmoil and useless strife. 
His journey's o'er ; — with feeble gait 

Move those who once careered o'er ear 
And those who kept the rosy gate, 

Whence issued sounds of grief and mi: 
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-Are slowly dying day by day ; 

The air-borne guests come forth no more ; 
And chambers where sweet echoes lay 

Are tenantless, with open door ; 
The lighters of the road are dim, 

And round about earth's visions fade, 
Time's cloggy oil encrusts each rim, 

Life's lamp gives out but feeble shade. 
The busy ones are idle now, 

Save feeble shiftings to and fro, 
The pillars of the temple bow. 

The shining dome is bending low. 
The glories of that wondrous dome 

Are fallen, save a faded few; — 
The guests who made it once their home 

Scarce know the hosts they one time knew. 
The subtle service of the courts 

Creeps slowly on with lagging pace. 
The stranger's hand alone supports 

The crumbling structures of the place. 
The city of the soul now fades. 

The conduits, where each ruddy rill 
Ran swift, are void — life's colonnades 

With bankrupt idlers fill. 



34 THE ENCHANTED LAND. 

XXII. 

And so, through many a weary way, 
In gloom and grief he tottered on, 
Til at the ending of a day 

A sudden light upon him shone. 
As though a cloud apart did break 

To let the struggling glimmer through, 
And with its fading rays awake 

Those lives which only twilight knew; 
Fair thoughts, which for a moment show 
When life's poor lamp is burning low. 
Flowers, that turn and ope their hearts. 

Closed to the sun 'til he departs ; 
The may-flies of the darkening sky, 
Born but to see the light and die. 
Ah me ! how different now appeared 

The earth below; the heavens on high ; 
And sounds which once but madly cheered. 

Now bore a soothing melody, 
As though the approaching night had cleared 

The chambers of his ear and eye. 
Deep in his heart, subdued he heard 

A voice that made this plaintive cry : — 
" If earth and heaven can look so bright, 
Show such a change now day is done, 
What had they been by noonday light, 
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Or at the rising of the sun ? 
But mom and noon can come no more ! " 

At that sad thought the sky grows dim, 
Thick doubts obscure it as before, 

And wandering fancies mock at him. 
And then the little voice again 

Spake low, as one who strives to find 
A comfort for remorseful pain, 

A respite for a troubled mind. 
In soothing accents as before : 

" Lies naught but night beyond the shore 
Where gleams the sun's departing ray ? " 

Then, like to one who stops to pray 
That voice for some short time gave o'er, 

And then with gathered strength outspoke : 
" Weep ! weep ! poor soul, for her dear sake 

Lay bare thine heart, let teardrops pour, 
Perchance thej^ll break th' enchantment's spell. 

And thou shalt know life's wondrous lore." 
Then with swift impulse down he fell 

Prone on the earth, and grovelled there 
'Til from that mother's breast he drew, 
As from a fount, life giving prayer ; — 
A solemn silence filled the air. 
Then wide the sunset shadows flew. 
And to him beautiful and new, 

A ray of light came o'er the sea, 
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A glory with great calm enwrought, 
The harbinger of bliss to be. 
Not the false glitter he had sought 
*Mid visions dread in days of eld — 
Dishonoured days, when he beheld 
In every shape a beckoning hand, 
That lured him to th* enchanted land. 
Brighter it grew as night closed round, 
And gentle winds came down and bore 
A sweet, but long-forgotten sound, 
The converse of a daytime crowned 

With happiness of yore : 

The singing of a boy at play, 
The face of one who knelt to pray. 

Her thin hands held aloft ; 
The eyes of love that strove to reach 
A heedless heart ; her tender speech. 

Her blessings, kind and soft. 
And then the little voice did say 
That things that had been heretofore 
Were not, and would be nevermore ; 
But that the birth and death they knew 
Were only changes which renew 
In varied forms, the worlds alway ; — 
As doubt bred trust, and life grew pure, 
Hope turn to truth, and truth endure. 

Where time knows no decay. 
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But that such change was only wrought 

In hearts which with strong yearning sought 

The Hght that shines all lights above. 

Whose name is Everlasting Love. 

Knees bent — hands clasped — hark ! how he 
cries : — 

" This, this is life ! — what glories rise ! — 
O, Father of us all ! how black 
Appears the backward trodden track ! 
Stretch forth Thine hand, and lead me on 
To brighter worlds, now this is gone." 
Then suddenly across the skies, 
Like golden clouds, prayer-laden sighs 
Float to the sun, and o'er his eyes, 
Which never yet were dimmed by tears, 
Clear, glittering drops their light diffuse. 
Amid whose sheen the triune hues 
Of hope's bright arch, faith's sun, uprears. — 
Unknown 'mid all his tearless days 
Some unseen good had in his soul 
Kept one spot green, like viewless haze 
That through the rainless season stole 
To the young world and fed its flowers 
At midnight, through its evil time, 
Till the storm came, and Eden's bowers 
Lay buried 'neath the drowned world's slime, 
Then as dispersed the afflicting hours 
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Light raised his bow of hope sublime, 

And love's hues shone in heaven's life-giving showers. 

Entranced he looks, with bated breath, 

With outstretched hands, on bended knees ; 

For in the setting light he sees 

The radiant form of beckoning death. 

And then, around — below — on high, 

He heard these words sung merrily, 

In accents sweet, which seemed to him 

Echoes from out the years now dim, 

When he lay down at eventime, 

Rocked to his rest with lulling rhyme : — 

" Come to me quickly, the dark night is falling, 

And dreary and sad is the way thou hast come ; 

The sea will be still while the small voice is calling. 

While death's boat is waiting to carry thee home. 

See, the boatman is there, and with beckoning finger 

He points to the ebb and the fall of the tide. 
To the shades in the air, where old memories linger. 

But they vanish and fade as the waters subside. 

XXIII. 

Then once again came sins, fanged with sharp stings. 

And fell upon him, but his soul arose 
And strove in anger with the evil things, 

For as he sought the Better Land these foes 
Struck at him sore with their overtaking wings, 
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And marred the peace which should have blessed 
lifers close ; 

As cruel winds, which irritate the sea 

To wrath, then tear the white hair from the head 

Of an indignant wave, ere it can flee 

To the calm shelter of its ocean bed. 

And then beyond the setting sun 

Was heard a voice through heaven to run 

With an exceeding joyful cry, 

Like one who first hails infancy. 

When in her arms it leaps to life 

After long days of pain and strife : — 

" He has passed o'er the sea, through the gates of 
the twilight. 

His sails shine like wings with love's fire aglow, 
On the breast of pure waters, with winds of delight. 

To the beautiful regions he missed long ago." 
Oh ! blessed are those who through great tribulation 

Come out of the toils of temptation and sin. 
With the anthems of triumph and loud jubilation 

And gatherings of angels to welcome them in 
To the Home where the Great Light for ever is shining. 

Though dim be our eyes to its holiest ray. 
In the clouds of our darkness it ever is twining 

The splendours of heaven's unchangeable day ; 
While the glamour of life and its ways are declining, 

And the Land of Enchantment is passing away. 
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Hark ! the Death Watch beat their drums 

With dull tappings far and near, 
As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
From the valleys rise the vapours 

And the moon comes overhead ; 
Will-o'-wisps light up their tapers 

Where life's wanderers lie dead. 
Now the forests climb the mountain, 

Now huge boulders grimly show, 
Looming through the misty curtain 

Like sleeping giants robed in snow. 
All the trees lift up their voices, 

And as night winds waft them round 
Every hoary rock rejoices 

With quaint laughter at the sound ; 
For to-night is Hallowe'en, 

And wild company will soon 
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In the old pine wood be seen 

Bowing to the full-faced moon. 
Witch and wizard will be there, 
Beldames with white withered hair, 
And the goat, with crooked horn, 
Bearing one who ne'er was born ; 
She, who from a man was made. 
When in sleep unconscious laid. 
He arose and loved that one. 
And by her became undone. 
Ah ! to-night ! what gathering 
Will the moon about us bring 
Of those whose wits dissolved were 
By the charm of woman fair. 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 

With dull tappings far and near, 
As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
See that yellow one go by 
With red lustre in her eye ; 
A sister, she, who made a brother 
Hate and slay the loving other 
For that he was fair and good, 
But she loved the darker blood ; 
What a lurid light is cast 
On the pathway where she passed. 
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The hue of blood that ever runs 
From slaughtering sires to fighting sons; 
The taint that clings like scariet robe 
Around our fire-begotten globe, 
'Til red in heaven the world of war 
Glows like a blurred and turbid star. 
But look ! but look ! with sea-like sound. 
That runs overhead and underground — 
A white and wingbd multitude, 
Like leaves upon the breezes strewed, 
Sweeps slowly round on -steadfast wings ; 
And each one a partner brings — 
A fragile thing of earth, yet fair ; 
Their aspects calm, but lines of care. 
Like films, o'erlie each noble face ; 
The marks of love that brings disgrace. 
But never a word escapes them now 
Reproaching those who brought them woe, 
The Sons of Heaven, who left their thrones 
For earth's fair enticing ones. 
Into air the pageant fades 

With a sound like summer seas. 
When the pebbly beach upbraids 

The fickle foam that turns and flees. 
Now round about us fire-flakes burn. 
And filmy shadows twist and turn ; 
Unhappy souls, that died unshriven, 
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Rushing onward, madly driven 
Over bush and over briar 
By the whiriwinds of desire ; 
Thicker grow the tongues of fire, 
Dancing upward one by one, 
Each one striving to get higher 
Ere the mountain top be won. 
See what crowding and what shrinking, 
For here's the owl, his red eyes blinking, 
Like some wise one deeply thinking 
Of great matters right and wrong. 
And he chants a doleful song : — 
" All the sepulchres are empty 

And the churchyard's very dull, 
Little need to watch as sentry 

Now the moon is at the full ; 
The old sexton, he can mind them. 
For its light is bright and clear; 
But to-night no one will find them. 

For the dead are summoned here. 
And my hooting would be wasted 

With no one to hear me call ; 
So on pleasure's wings I've hasted 
To All Hallow's fancy ball." 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 
With dull tappings far and near. 



44. ALL HALLOWE'EN, 

As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
They're coming ! they're coming ! the roots 

Twist and twine like live things round the stones, 
The fir trees dart forth their sharp shoots, 

And the rotten boughs rattle like bones. 
How yon root like a snake crawls about, 

Tis the snake from the garden of old ; 
Ah ! see how that one on the goat 

Rolls her eyes through her tresses of gold, 
She has spied her old friend in the grass, 

And the taste of the apple returns. 
What though sin and its pleasures be past, 

Its flame be long hid, — yet it bums. 
And he whispers, — " How nearly we missed 

The fruit that ensured endless life. 
Ah ! had we but stealthily kissed 

And forgotten your title of wife." 
Hark ! the grunting and the squealing, 

What a herd comes huddling up. 
With small burning eyes appealing 

To their love with golden cup ; 
She who lured the feeble-hearted 

With a rich voluptuous bait 
Then upon them, lost, emparted 

A foul image for their mate. — 
" O misery ! O misery ! 
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Pleasure's house is now a sty, 
Where all day we wallowing lie ; 
And the world seems very foul, 
For though swine, — each deathless soul 
Faints and sickens at the food 
Which whilome appeared so good ; 
Yet we eat and crave for more 
Of the fruit with rotten core, 
Such as strews the dead sea's shore. 
O poor mortal men are we. 
Transformed by sensual witchery 
To creatures of deformity ; 
And we follow and pursue, 
Through the tracks we sadly rue, 
One who ever leads us on 
To a goal that's never won. 
O fair pleasures^-cease awhile ! 
O fair garlands that beguile ! 
O rich wine-cup held on high ! 
Leave us here in peace to die. 
Though the world be but a sty 
And our lives deformity." 
" Not now, not now, on such a night, 
When witch and wizard, fiend and sprite, 
Recall the charms of sin and crime ! 
Oh, who could sleep at such a time ! 
Up to the hill, the moon rides high. 
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And all is mirth and revelry." 

They have passed, with muttered grunting, 

Like the sound of creatures hunting 

For the food that aye retires 

From the clutch of their desires ; 

And the air is strangely stirred 

With the echo as it runs. 

Such as Gadara once heard 

When the demon-driven herd 

Found respite from th' evil ones. 

And here come three, who singing lay 

Where the cruel rocks were spread, 
Luring sailors on their way 

To a worse than watery bed. 
How they laugh, and how they flourish 

High in air the fatal lyre, 
Strung with heartstrings that did nourish 

All the throbbings of desire. 
Ah ! to-night that harp will gaily 

Lead the revel and the dance 
Of the souls that yielded fraily 

To the eyes that looked askance. 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 
With dull tappings far and near, 

As a merry workman thrums 
With his hammer on a bier. 
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Room for the old immortal ! 

Witch and wizard stand aside, 
And form a living portal 

Where she may proudly ride ; 
A tall majestic beldame, 

But very old is she. 
Now upright bums each steady flame. 

Now bends obsequiously — 
For she is made immortal 

In the Book that never dies. 
The Book wherein lives mortal 

Can find life's mysteries. 
Of old a king come to her 

In Endor's awful cave. 
Disguised, by night to woo her 

For the secrets of the grave ; 
She saw the gods uprisen. 

Like children from earth's womb, 
To her like saint from prison 

Came God's seer from the tomb ; 
The prophet, old and solemn. 

Stood in his mantle gray. 
Where like a fallen column 

The ruined monarch lay ; 
At her command were spoken 

Secrets of things to come. 
And the kingly heart was broken 
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With the vision of great doom. 
Beneath her feet the monarch 

Ne'er stirred, but moaned in pain, 
While in him wrought the spirits dark 

Great madness of the brain. 
Then she made dainty feasting. 

And sent him forth to die. 
In the flush of valour hasting 

To the slaughter drawing nigh. 
Close in ! close in ! ye witches old, 
Like a living garment fold 
Round about your famous one 
As she slowly passes on ; — 
So a crowd doth follow fast 
Where an earthly king has past. 
That no unwelcome form intrude 
To mar his state with presence rude. 
The moonlight makes a pathway 

Full down the mountains steep, 
The self-same light on Endor lay 

When the dead rose from his sleep. 
Old times are aye returning, 

For the vanished never die. 
The stars that cease their burning 

But future stars supply ; 
And so the moonlight ranges 

From bright to dark alway. 
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And the ages are but changes 
Time's carols ever play. 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 

With dull tappmgs far and near, 
As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
Make room ! make room ! the snake 
Comes creeping on through bush and brake, 
And at every turn he grows 
Larger, brighter, 'til he shows 
Like a stream of shining scales. 
That moving onward dims and pales 
To a thin and winding rill 
In the moonlight on the hill ; 
And the lizards follow after 
With subdued and hissing laughter, 
As do parasites that cling 
To the robe-skirts of a king. 
For a kindredship they borrow 
From the subtle one they follow — 
Thin and lissom, brightly hued, 
Gently mannered — yet endued 
With the deadliest of all harms — 
The art that kills with pleasure's charms. 
And they form a retinue. 
Sparkling in the trembling dew, 

E 
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As the wingbd lights that pass 
At midnight o'er the tropic grass ; 
Up the hill the pageant glides 
Like the sheen of starry tides; — 
But a muddy stream doth wind 
Greyly gleaming close behind ; 
'Tis the earth-worms who have risen 
From each empty midnight prison, 
And they follow at their best 
On their silent endless quest ; 
For there never comes a feast 
But the worm will sit as guest. 
Ah ! the Queen of midnight ! 

Great Hecate runs past 
With starry spear and target bright, 

Green cincture round her cast ; 
All tongues break into singing 

Glad greetings to their queen, 
From rock and streamlet springing. 

From flower and grasses green ; 
And all the herbage grows alive 

To hail the huntress fair. 
And full of sounds, as when a hive 

Of bees swarms in the air. 
But see how she is changing now 

As she quits the forest shade. 
Darksome all her features grow 
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With the looks that make afraid ; 
Forth she comes, in anger drest, 

Like a stormy night-cloud grim, 
Triple-headed grown her crest, 

And the night tongues cease their hymn. 
She no more the maiden huntress. 

But a vengeful thing of power, 
Queen of evil and of darkness. 

Ruler of the wizard's hour ; 
For she sees the greater One, 

Who has shortened half her reign, 
The old serpent, who has done 

Work which she essayed in vain. 
He has charmed each subtle spirit, 

Who of yore came to her call. 
And his offspring now inherit 

Craft that mocks her ancient thrall ; 
See how envy fires her glances. 

And her footsteps lag behind. 
As the winding snake advances 

Round root and rocklet interwined. 
Here comes one with visage wild, 
And with hands by blood defiled ; 
The cruel mother and the wife ; 
She who gave old age new life 
By the aid of magic broth; 
Then in her capricious wrath 
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Made loving children kill a sire 
With a bath of liquid fire, 
While they hoped it might restore 
Strength unto him as before, — 
Such as they had seen her pour 
In the cauldron, whence the ram 
Lifted in, sprang forth a lamb. 
She, who in her anger killed 
Father, sister, brother, child, 
And with sorceries beguiled 
The watchful dragon that ne'er slept 
Where the golden fleece was kept. 
She who to her rival sent 
With loving words a fair garment. 
From whose woof and texture came 
Warmth surpassing fiery flame, 
Eiating with envenomed tongue 
Her on whom a husband hung 
The rich apparel, in the pride 
Of his latest, fondest bride. 
Let her pass ; her gesture shows 
Bold and scornful, for she knows 
The spell of her dread sorceries 
Lives in verse that never dies. 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 
With dull tappings far and near. 
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As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
Room, for the sights of spendour ! 

Beauty comes in full array — 
Subtle perfumes, voices tender. 

Pennons fluttering round her play, 
Til she seems a thing divine 
'Mid the hues that round her shine, 
While the loves encircling stand 
Holding visors in each hand ; 
But beneath the fair masks peer. 
With a satyr's wanton leer, 
Egypt's Queen, in days of yore, — 
She who wove her magic o'er 
Rome's renowned conqueror, 
Making of the kings of earth 
Pla)rthings for her evil mirth. 
'Neath her beauty's fatal spell 
Nations rose and empires fell, 
"'Til, with pleasure overwrought. 
Her exhausted passions sought, 
From the anguish coming on, 
Respite in oblivion : 
Ridding earth of deadly harms 
By giving earth her lifeless charms, 
One snake clasped in another's arms. 
What a crowd of smiling faces. 
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Wild eyes gleaming, full of traces 
Of the looks which tell a lie 
With well-mimicked honesty ; 
Brightly twinkling, when alone, 
With the joy of evil done, 
And of gain, by knavery won ; 
Those, who in Dodona's grove. 

And by Delphi's mystic rill. 
In wordy riddles subtly wove. 

Meanings which could save or kill. 
Those who by a specious Ijang 

Lured the trustful unto death. 
Blinding eyes which would be spying 

The deceit that lurked beneath ; 
Yet the infant world was truthful, 

And its lisping tongue but spoke 
The timid accents of the youthful 

Ere the strength of manhood woke. 
Myths were fact's fantastic guises. 

Shaped to please the would-be wise. 
Ever changing their disguises 

To charm the heart through cheated eyes. 
And even now mankind enjoy 

Pleasure from an ancient lie, 
For works of wonder never cloy, 

And their workers never die. 
So lying tongues, fair-seeming brow. 
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Through the world go smiling now, 
Selling ancient lamps for new 
When lit by light of different hue. 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 

With dull tappings far and near, 
As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
Hark, the seething and the rushing 1 
See the crowding and the crushing ! 
As the spectral multitude, 
Like a wildly foaming flood. 
Sweeps around the craggy brink ; — 
How shrill voices rise and sink, 
How dull clamours come and go 
As the air sways to and fro ! 
But where are they whose wits give way 
When touched by beauty's hand at play ; 
Whose pride and manhood turn and shrink 
Into themselves whene'er they think 
How helplessly their hearts believed, 
How hopeless are the hearts deceived. 
Where are they ? They but follow 
Like the shadow of some sorrow 
Creeping after those who wrought 
The shame by which they are distraught, — 
Rising — crouching— as the gleam 
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Of moonlight makes their captors seem 
Dark or bright unto their eyes, 
Recalling every varied guise 
Which a crafty heart can trace 
On an ever-changeful face, 
Filling those who thereon gaze 
With great madness all their days. 
Up and down the shadows dance 
With waving hand and wanton glance. 
Like the flicker of dead leaves 
When uncertain autumn weaves, 
In the days of gloom or mirth, 
Lights and shadows o'er the earth. 

Now the Death Watch beat their drums 

With dull tappings far and near, 
As a merry workman thrums 

With his hammer on a bier. 
What a sea of arms and hair ! 

What a madly whirling mesh ! 
Like a boiling cauldron there 

Dances round the mass of flesh. 
Oh the rising and the sinking 

Of each circling frame and limb ! 
Like to bubbles always linking. 

Moving round the cauldron's brim. — 
How they curl, and. how they vanish ! 
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How they hiss, and how they sing ! 
Like the world that strives to banish 

Or entice some feeble thing ; 
And a vapour foul uprises 

In a dense and heavy breath 
Like the fame the poor world prizes, 

Born of rottenness beneath. 
How the lizards and the owl 
Hoot and laugh whene'er a soul 
Tumbles in the evil bowl ; 
And the earth-worms at the sound 
Lift their heads and wriggle round ; 
But the song still rings out gladly, 
And the dancers whirl round madly. 
Little heeding who is tost 
In the cauldron, — saved — or lost. 
Hush ! a sudden silence fills 
Ghostly forest and wild hills. 
And a deathlike pause creeps o'er 
The surging crowd, — ^and now no more 
Are the mingled bodies wreathing, — 
Not a movement, — as though breathing 
Suddenly had ceased, — ^and all 
Stand lifeless, as when snowflakes fall 
On a waste and cheerless land. 
Where the frost-bound bushes stand 
Stiff and spectral in the chill ; 
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For a voice rings o'er the hill, 
The shrill sharp cry of chanticleer, 
Telling that the morn draws near. 
And the Death Watch stop their drums, 

Cease their tappings far and near, 
And a murmured sighing comes 

As when workmen close a bier. 
Morn has risen ; cold and white 
Show the fog-drifts in the light ; 
And the hills and forests rise 
Where a sea of vapour lies. 
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The anchored barque rocks to and fro, 
The sailor watches in the prow 
Until the risen moon shall show 
A path upon the sombre waves. 
Pale on the clouds its advent beams, 
The shadowy ocean slowly heaves, 
Makes here and there uncertain gleams, 
And here and there, like lambent flames, 
The pointed billows intervene, 
And drops of spray are sometimes seen. 
Like tears of those who vainly try 
The coming of a friend to spy. 
And, disappointed, turn aside. 
Finding the cherished hope has died. 
For clouds descend ; the gleamings die, 
And the stilled waters darkened lie 
Once more beneath a darker sky. 
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Anon the gleams return and grow 

To lengthening rays that overflow 

The horizon's verge, and spreading, show 

A glittering road, where to and fro 

The gathering wavelets come and go 

With jocund dance, for o'er the rim 

Of ocean silently doth swim. 

From out the opening infinite, 

An awful globe of yellow light ; 

It rises grandly, and the night 

Turns pale where'er it moves; ah me! 

That shining world is fair to see; 

Yet its white realms of emptiness. 

Its cloudless skies of icyness 

Are burdened with a keen distress; 

The subtle doubt, the fear, that when 

We leave the glad abodes of men 

We in that nearest orb of space 

Shall meet a cold forbidding face; 

And then we fain that further still. 

Where all the starry islands fill 

The blue profound of heaven's great breast, 

Our wandering souls at last may rest 

But where ? Aye, turn to earth, perchance 

'Tis there; not in the blue expanse; 

Aye, turn to earth; the spirit reels, 

Striving to find what day conceals 
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Beyond those realms night's gloom reveals. 

Through that vast vault— that great unknown — 

The dust of life is freely strewn 

Beyond our ken, beyond our aims; 

Aye turn to earth; the round moon claims 

The fields of ocean as her own. 

Athwart the bow the spray is blown, 

And the wet sailor to his feet 

Leaps with a gladsome heart to greet 

The whistling wind that through his hair 

The salt sea shower doth rudely bear. 

For breeze that rises with the moon 

Will freshen ere she reach her noon. — 

Now upward fluttering go the sails. 

The masts bend low, — the leeward rails 

Run hissing through the seething spray; 

In with the sheet; — 'tis taught; — belay! 

Yon beetling cliff must weathered be, 

And we must gain the open sea 

Before the cannon's iron tongue 

Tells that the curfew bell has rung. — 

Sparkling in air lit waters fly. 

The liquid hills go sweeping by, 

Whirling in tumult far away, 

Where the swift barque has cleft its way ; 

Luif ! luff! aye, steady ! — keep her so, 

And we shall clear the land I trow. 
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The headland shows a pleasant light, 

But its lustre is dimmed by the moon so bright; 

Though its rays be voiceless, they surely tell. 

Shining out of the sky where the good things dwell, 

Of a happier time, of a peaceful home. 

To those who are tossed on the billow's foam; 

Of joys that await them when danger is o'er. 

Of tempests unheeded that beat on the shore, 

Of love ever burning, of bosoms that yearn. 

Of eyes that brim o'er for the wanderer's return ; 

Of a Light that for ever looks out of the sky 

And watches the roofs where the cherished ones lie; 

In its peace let them rest. Now the headland is past, 

Slack the sheet, all is clear, — and the wind follows fast; 

On the deck stretch our limbs, we've gained ocean at 
last. 

Oh, pleasantly mounts the good ship as it drives 

Through the heave of the wave, as a creature that lives, 

For the bliss that is bred in the strength of the seas. 

For the rapture that's borne on the wings of the 
breeze; 

Aye, down with your heads, taper masts, and make 
known 

That homage and fear to such powers you own ; 

Now up through the night, see the prow swings in air; 

Aye, whistle and sing, through the furrow we tear; 

With a rush and a roar fly the waters behind; 
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Swell out, happy sails, take your fill of the wind ; 

Feel the keel, how it quivers and hums through the 
deep. 

Like the murmur of bees when they summer crops 
reap ; 

And see how the shadows that fall from the shrouds 

On the moonlighted deck, interlace in dim crowds. 

How quick glimpses of blue, with a flock of bright 
stars, 

Dance and vanish between the white canvas and spars ; 

Full of lights are the heavens that dome us overhead. 

Full of lights are the depths of the seas 'neath us 
spread ; 

How they swim and career through the ocean and sky, 

^Til the world that's below seems a world from on 
high.— 

The headland is gone, we're alone on the mam. 

Ah ! when shall we see its good beacon again? — 

'Tis midnight, and the whales make a noise through 
the deep, 

Like the beasts of the land when the world is asleep ; 

But mark how they move in an ordered array. 

As a host that retreats when a foe comes its way ; — 

What can come that they fear? 'tis unseen, yet they 
feel 

A terror draws nigh which the sea doth conceal. 

What glitters like glass on the edge of the night, 

Or diamond that rivals the moon with its light ? 
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It uprears, — it draws near, — many sided and sharp ; 

There's a chill in the air, and the wind, like a harp, 

Moans mournful and faint through the cordage and 
sail; 

A haze gathers round us, the ocean grows pale, 

The waves cease to move, and the night breezes fail : 

A city of ice ! its thin pinnacles soar 

In the azure heaven, its icicles hoar 

Hang down, like white beards, to the breast of the 
main. 

Where the seas shiver round, as though restless with 
pain 

From the terrible cold which pours out of its wall, 

'Til the breath of their torture hangs round in a pall 

Of vapour and mist, whose wreaths curling go 

In scuds, like the smoke that wraps carnage and woe. 

How blue are the depths where the crevices run. 

Seeming pathways that lead to the home of the sun 

When night comes before it, and yellow and green 

The glaciers in moonshine send forth their cold 
sheen. — 

But what is it that sits on the frore precipice 

With limbs white as snow on the blue gleaming ice ? 

Limbs that shine like the marble the sculptor has 
wrought 

When his hand fills the stone with the spirit of thought, 

Bleached to pallor, like those who for ages lie lost 

Where death sleeps unchanged in the arms of the 
frost. 
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O pale naked ghost, in the keen nipping air, 

How thine eyes wander round with a terrified stare ! 

How thine hands, like a gamblefs, now move to and 
fro. 

As though counting the gains he had won by a throw. 

Hark, he speaks : — " O money bright and cold ! 

For full a thousand years IVe told 

Your pieces o'er by day, by night, 

And yet the sum comes never right. 

It should be thirty as before, 

And yet 'tis always less or more ; — 

When will the weary task be o'er? 

My brain grows numb, my eyelids drop, 

I strive, but yet I cannot stop. 

'Tis always reckoned wrong I trow. 

O bartered friend ! thou man of woe ! 

Thou meek-eyed One of Gallilee ! 

Look with Thy pitying glance and see 

Where the accursed sum is wrong. 

Ah me ! again the pieces throng 

In confused heap with jingling tongue, 

Like the dread voice that from them sprung 

When, on the temple pavement flung. 

They ran around and shrilly cried 

To Him Who on the mountain died. 

Like fire the sound goes through my brain. 

And to my finger tips the pain 
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Throbs fiercely through each burning vein, 

'Til in mine agony I fain 

Renew the weary task again. — 

How icy cold the money looks ; 

Like water in the wintry brooks 

The glittering stream goes tinkling down, 

But like dead leaves by autumn blown, 

Blood red it clings about my feet, 

And then, the baffling tale complete, 

The cold drives out the loathsome stain 

And it is silver bright again. — 

O ice ! thou gatherest round my heart, 

And through my frame thy freezings smart. 

But never dull the fire that's wrought 

By the hot hands of deathless thought. 

But worse ! ah worse ! each pinnacle 

Where the bright points of moonlight dwell. 

Seems full of eyes, which on me bend 

The looks of a deceivM friend. — 

'Twas such a moon above us set, 

When in the groves of Olivet 

The torches dyed the midnight wood 

With hues which seemed begot of blood. 

'Twas such a glorious night as this. 

When in the grove, the traitor's kiss 

Betrayed the Friend Whose hand had given 

The food of earth, the food of heaven. 
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A thousand years have passed away, 
But ever when returns the day 
That fatal kiss in echo thrills 
Through all these clear and icy hills, — 
From every wave that trembles round, 
From every crevice comes the sound 
Of mingled kisses interwound. 
Until they blend in one shrill hiss 
From seething sea and precipice. 

sharp frost pinnacles ! pierce through 
My painM ears, lest they renew 

The echo of the words which He 

Spake to me 'neath the olive tree; 

For sharper are the barbed stings 

Of winged words swift memory brings, 

Of Love accepted and betrayed, 

Of heart that full of trust once laid 

By that of dark hypocrisy— 

Of pitying eyes, which would not see 

Where 'neath a smile lurked treachery. 

Even unto the fearful end, 

Meeting my kiss. He called me friend;— 

And perhaps does still ! but 'til He come 

1 must repeat the accursed sum, 
And ever as the years roll on 

Drop the dread pieces one by one."— 

" Down with the helm ! it is not good to be 
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At midnight on an icy sea 
With Life-in-Death for company. 
Slack off the sheet! — She will not pay!— 
Out with the oars and give her way ! — 
She will not stir ! " A horror holds 
The barque within its numbing folds, 
For e^en the winds in heaven have died. 
But see ! how like an oily tide 
The glassy water slowly spins. 
And now the land of ice begins 
With solemn motion moving round, 
For it the ocean stream has found. 
And silently into the north 
The glittering show is carried forth, 
Til lessening o'er the horizon's brink 
The sparkling spires fade and sink. 
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The fisher's barque returning, 

Looms in the dawn of day, 
Where the beacon, faintly burning, 

Looks o'er the sleeping bay. 
And very calm the waters lie 

Beneath the eyelids of the sky. 
Now bells break into ringing. 

And night mists to the hills 
Their rosy wreaths are bringing 

From lowland lakes and rills. 
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'Til all the world is freshly drest 
To hail the day-spring from the east. 
Now all the world is bravely clad 

In hamlet and in town, 
And every face looks bright and glad, 
For every heart doth own 
The day that claims its utmost love 
For Him Who lives and reigns above. 
The fisher he has landed, 

But a 'wildered man seems he; 
His helpless craft lies stranded 
In the ebb and flow of sea, 
For now he careth littlp more 
For ocean wave or rocky shore. 
Distraught, he meets the gay crowd 

With visage sad and wan ; 
Eyes look askance, and heads are bowed — 
Where comes that haggard man — 
For he moves like one who late hath been 
'Mid sights which eye should ne'er have seen. 
He hails a brother mariner 

Who to the church doth go : 
" Prithee ! what mean these bells I hear, 
And why this gallant show?" 
To whom the mariner doth say: 
" My friend. The Lord is risen to day ! " 
The fisher follows to the church 
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To hear the wondrous tale, 
And as he listens in the porch 

His face grows deadly pale ; 
For he learns that the Man he saw in ice 
Was He Who led that sacrifice. 



LEILAH. 

I. 

Heaven's chimes are ringing 

Their carols of old, 
And the shining ones singing 

The glories untold 
Of Him Whom beginning 

Nor ending enfold. 
Through the spheres the words wander 

'Til the planets grow bright, 
And the startled worlds wonder 

At the beauty of night, 
As the sound like far thunder 

Rolls through regions of light. 
Man hears not the strain, 

For his ears have grown dull; 
He listens in vain 

For the voice wonderful ; 
But the stars and their train 
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With its raptures are full. 

Now thunders the splendour, 

The glory of sound, 

> From voices that render 

Their homage profound 

To Him, their defender, 

With majesty crowned. 

O Lord the Eternal ! — with Whom eons of time 

Are as fleeting as breath which Thy creatures exhale, 

To Whom the bright glare of a sun's burning clime 

Seems a shadow that drifts when the noonday grows 
pale; 

Who fillest all spaces which eye never sees, 

Where as sand grains that glitter rolls each riven 
sphere, 

Or wreathed in their vapour, like foam on the seas. 

Lie curled the young worlds 'til their springtime 
appear. 

All glory ! all worship ! all power be Thine ! 

When the heavens and the ages are withered and 
gone, 

Then the more shall the light of Thy Majesty shine, 

And eternity own but Thy wisdom alone. 

Yet in courts of glad heaven 

There is one singeth not. 

Though her sins have been shriven, 

Her frailties forgot; 

For her heart is grief riven. 
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Though blessed her lot. 

As bowed the white-robed multitude, 

As waned the anthem o'er the sky, 

Far off, with plaintive voice subdued. 

That lonely soul was heard to cry : — 

** My love, my love is dear to me. 

And he is now alone ; 

Oh, would that I my Love might see 

As in the days long gone ! " 

Then pealed once more the anthem's strain. 

The blended tones rose swelling loud. 

As though that soul had cried in vain. 

In vain the lowly heart had bowed, 

** Majestic in wisdom and beauteous in power; 

The greater in great, yet the greatest in least ; 

The atoms of ether round planets that shower. 

The drops of the waters obey Thy behest. 

The tempest, — the lightening, — the earthquake, — 
the thunder, — 

Are but whispers and gleams of Thy glory, which 
reach 

The heart of creation and fill it with wonder 
At the secrets the tongues of the elements teach. 

Then bowed the crowd, — the strains grew faint, — 
The anthem died adown the sky, 

Yet still that voice made low complaint, 
And still was heard the piteous cry : — 
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" My love, my love is dear to me, 

And he is now alone; 
Oh would that I my love might see 

As in the days long gone ! " 
Then they who wear the robes of white 

Looked down when came again that cry^ 
And far off, hiding as from sight. 

They saw a maiden's spirit lie. 
And then the rainbow wings were spread 

Athwart the waves of living air, 
Like many colored clouds they sped 

To learn the cause of so much care. 
Came those who talk with men on earth, 

Came those who war with foes in heaven^ 
Those who foretell a wondrous birth, 

Those who with mortal men have striven,, 
Came swift to hear the spirit's plaint, — 

And why a cry of grief was heard 
In heaven's high courts, so harshly blent 

With praise of the Eternal Word. 
Then he, of old the messenger 
To troubled hearts, spake low to her: — 
" O soul of earth, poor ransomed maid, 
With care and sorrow overlaid. 
Cannot the joys of heaven afford 
A solace for the days deplored? 
Cannot the love of our dear Lord 
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Outweigh the love of earthly things? 

A memory that only brings 

Back to the soul such aching care, 

Yearning in vain for things that were. 

Look up, poor maid, forget earth^s ways — 

The pleasures of its transient days — 

For greater happiness should wait 

On those who pass through heaven's bright gate. 

But with a meek and plaintive cry 

She to the angel makes reply : — 

" My love, my love is dear to me, 

And he is now alone; 
Oh would that I my love might see 

As in the years long gone ! " 
" And if thy wish could granted be, 
A moment thine own love to see, 
Would such a boon a payment be 
For a thousand years of misery? — 
Would'st for such passing joy as this 
Pay forfeit with long years of bliss? 
For they whose thoughts fly back to earth, 
AVho linger o'er its faded mirth. 
And love the memory of its days 
Better than heaven's more tranquil ways. 
Are little meet to sojourn here, 
And in our peace and worship share. 
But should the Ruler grant thy prayer, 
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And let thee visit earth awhile, 

Thou must forego His gracious smile 

Until a thousand years have wrought 

Forgiveness for the estranged thought 

With tears and penitential pain 

In the sad realm where cries are vain — 

That realm where sin-stained souls abide 

To be in fire purified. 

To this the maiden's soul replied : 

" What are a thousand years of pain 

So I my love might see again ! " 

Then he surnamed the Accusing One, 

Who stands beside the jasper throne. 

And talks to Him Who sits thereon — 

Talks to the Ancient One of Days 

Of worlds, of men, — their varied ways. 

And hints that they but render praise 

For benefits received ; — how woe 

Would change the grudging thanks they show 

To murmured discontent ; — that grief, 

Not gratitude, would tell how brief 

Is memory of a good received 

Or trust in promises believed. 

Turned him half round when first he heard 

The accents of the Angel's word. 

And listened 'til the gentle maid 

Her answer to the Angel made ; 
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Then with a gracious utterance said: 
"Those words, methinks, are those of love; 
And in all heaven no words can prove 
So grateful to the ruler's ears; 
It cannot be that pains and tears 
Must be the lot of those who strive 
To solace friends on earth alive. — 
She will return with joy renewed 
And filled with deeper gratitude 
For all the love she can bestow 
On him who lingers yet below; 
Or it may be, should grief and care 
Await the maiden's mission there, 
She will reproach the King of Heaven 
For the permission He has given; 
It is more meet that she avoid 
Temptation's way, than be destroyed." — 
But when thus far the Angel heard, 
He said, " That resteth with the Lord."— 
Then all the air of heaven's wide plain 

With a still voice was stirred; 
" Before the Throne no prayers are vain, 

The Soul's desire is heard." — 
The Accuser, listening to the voice. 
Seemed 'mid the Angels to rejoice 
With all their grateful band; 
For thanks and praises ever rise 
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When the still Voice runs o'er the skies ; 
But stealthily behind his hand 
Smiled with a meaning glance, 
And at the maiden looked askance. — 
Then heaven's bright gates were opened wide 
And the fair soul passed through ; — 
But with low moan, like one who sighed, 
The gates together drew. — 
But in the outer air there rang 
The voice of one who gaily sang, 
" My love, my love, is dear to me. 
And I shall soon my own love see." 



II. 

Where the swift Rhine goes rushing down, 
And beetling crags above it frown. 
Count Rudolfs castle stands. — 

The lord is he of arm^d power. 

Of mansion ed hall, and moated tower, 
Of vine, and meadow lands. — 
Idly in youth he played with love, 
And idly, as a pastime, strove 

To win young Leila's heart; — 
Not all in vain, — her love was won. 
But with the winning his was done, — 

And Leila loved apart. — 
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Unknown, in silence, Leila pined. 
Burnt by the love which lay enshrined 

Deeply within — and lo^^ng, died. — 
And now Count Rudolf to his home, 
With bridal pageantry doth come 

To claim as fair — not truer bride. 



III. 

Church bells are ringing 

The gay marriage peal, 
And the white robed are singing 

The words which reveal 
Whence joy is springing 

To the faithful who kneel. — 
O ! brave is the bridegroom. 

And fair is the bride, 
As she in her bloom 

So he in his pride 
Move on 'neath the dome 

To the rich altar's side. — 
Prayers have been said, 

The blessing is spoken. 
The hand of the maid 

Bears the thin golden token, 
But he — has he made 

Vows that idly are broken? — 
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Who can tell ? — all is well, 

They are shriven and blest. 
Ring out brazen bell 

Let their joys be increas't 
By pleasures that dwell 

In the rich marriage feast. 
With music and song, 

Let the revel be gay. 
For pastimes belong 

To a fair wedding day, 
And life is not long 

In a mansion of clay. — 

Now the viol and lute 
Ring out the glad strain. 

Tongues of iron salute 

To the mountain and plain, 

And no voices are mute 

In the lordly domain. — 

All hail to the bridegroom, the lord of wide lands, 

The master of many, yet gracious in power; 

For the toil of our life brightens 'neath his commands. 

And obedience springs forth as a sun-quickened 
flower. 

All hail to the bride, who in beauty advances, 

As lovely and pure as a summer eve's moon ; 

For grief, like the night, flies before her bright 
glances. 
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And pleasure, like stars, makes the midnight as 
noon. 

Long life and rich blessings to bridegroom and bride, 
May the promise of night bring a happier mom; 

And long may their virtues among us abide 
To nourish the hearts of the races unborn. 



IV. 

Tis midnight; over hill and town 
The wintry moon looks coldly down. 
Unstirred the air; the pennons fall 
Motionless over the castle wall ; 
But from the lighted banquet hall 
The sound of merry festival 
Rings out upon the silent night, 
And deftly served, with garlands dight, 
Huge viands crowd the massive board, 
And freely is the vintage poured, 
While toast and jest go quickly round 
Commingling with the harper's sound; 
Bright burns the yule log on the hearth, 
Bright glow the eyes alight with mirth. 
And warmly tinged by cresset flame 
Are mail of knight and robe of dame. 
Asleep within the chimney's space 
Like stretched the tired dogs of chase. 
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Rough of hide and tawny hued, 
Unconscious of the riot rude, 
While overhead 'midst minstrels' clang, 
Like clouds the knightly banners hang. 



V. 

The warders on the battlement 

Walk to and fro with measured stride, 
And as they pass their breath is blent 

With the night mist of Christmas Tide ; 
But yet the moonlit sky is fair, 

And oft among the stars they gaze 
And wonder who abideth there 

And orders all their stedfast ways. 
Most wonderful the starry hosts, 

More wonderful the starry void. — 
So walk the warders on their posts 

With mystic musings occupied. 
But all at once the air is lit 

With a strange splendour — soft and clear, 
As if the northern lights did flit, 

Or sudden meteors darted near. 
Was it a falling star went by 

With far off sound o'er heaven's floor ? 
The light that passed along the sky. 

The sound, were heaven's slow closing door. 
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VI. 

Fresh bursts the tide of song and shout 
Where Rudolf and his jocund rout 
Make revel in the castle halls. 
With brighter blaze the firelight falls 
On terraced walk and glassy lake ; 
The warders hear the shout, and wake 
From out their dreams of starry lore, 
And pace their measured rounds once more, 
While slowly eddying night-winds bear 
This song into the frosty air : — 
" Make glad the night, thou sparkling wine; 

Make bright the night, thou ruddy hearth; 
With music and with song divine 

Cheer wedded love with dance and mirth. 
The vine has drunk rare sunny beams, 

And we partake their glories now, 
And love has lived in happy dreams 

And now to truer life doth grow. — 
Ah, happy they for whom sweet love 

Round jocund hearths brings wine and friends. 
Choice treasures that in age may prove 

Light to the life that never ends ! " 
Then, turning to his gentle bride, 
In meekness sitting by his side, j 

Count Rudolf spake: — " My love, to me \ 
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As wine and music thou wilt be 
*Til the long years have laid their snow 
On flowing beard and sunny brow; 
And then the memory of these days 
Shall be as echo, that repays 
With oft repeated answer clear, 
The tones the ear delights to hear." 
To him his gentle bride replied : — 
'* My love, when seated by thy side, 
Unknown to me the years shall glide 
Like those sweet notes that leave behind 
Their pleasures buried in the mind. 
To rise in some far-coming year 
Memorials of these moments dear. — 
But joys devoid of guile must be 
To bear the test of memory. 
Dost think, my love, had Leila lived 
To see this day she would have grieved ; 
Or as sweet friend been here to take 
Delight therein for thy dear sake? 
Or was it but an idle tale 
That told of meetings in the dale. 
And how for thee she pined and died.?" 
To this Count Rudolf quick replied: 
" The tale was but a gossip's talk, — 
A passing smile, — a casual walk, — 
Begot of chance and quickly o'er, — 
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A friendly greeting, and no more, — 
A word or two, and so we parted; 
And if she then died broken hearted, 
Or in far hamlet now doth bide, 
Playing the part of peasant's bride, 
I never knew, so passing slight 
Our commune, that, if here to-night, 
Methinks her face would seem to me 
A stranger's in the company." 
Whereat the bride looked up and smiled 

Like one whose heart is freed of care, 
And said : " I would the artless child 

Were with us now our bliss to share." 
" I would," said Rudolf, " that she were," 

And passed his hand athwart his beard, 

Where evil meaning smile appeared. 
Is it the waning torches' smoke 

Drifts by Count Rudolfs chair, 
Or a pale moonbeam that has broke 
From out the wintry air? 
The yule log flames with sudden blaze, 
The slumbering ban-dogs wake, and raise 
Their shaggy heads with watchful gaze. 
As though invisible to eye 
They knew unearthly forms went by. — 
And now the listening ears drop down ; 
The yule log, but a moment blown 
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To brighter glow, grows pale and dies. — 
Is it a wandering night-wind sighs 
Around the lofty raftered hall ? 
Unmoved the drooping banners fall, 
And not a film of smoke is stirred 
In the dim roof where it is heard. — 
But over all the noisy feast 
A chilling silence creeps, — each guest 
Looks round, but moves not hand nor head. 
As though he felt the silent tread, 
And feared some presence from the dead. 
Soon passed the awe, and song and shout 
On the night air once more rang out. 
The warders on the battlements 

Look upward at the moon. 
For suddenly a shadow went 

Across its face, — faded, — and soon, 
Like a white mist, went drifting on 

Into the boundless firmament. 



VII. 

The gates of heaven fast closed appear, 
But as the maiden's soul draws near 
They open for a little space; 
Then, standing with averted face. 
She speaks beside the half-shut door : 
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" I have returned, — my pain is sore, 
A thousand years of fire will be 
As balm unto my misery." 
Then to the angel gives her hand, 

And meekly bows her low 
In token of farewell. 
But near doth the Accuser stand, 
And seeing the angel hold her hand, 

He saith : " Not so, — 'tis now 

My task the way to show 
Where she must dwell." 
Whereat the angel with low moan 
Looketh towards the Jasper Throne ;- 

Then silently the air of heaven 
With still small voice is moved : 

" An erring deed must be forgiven 
To the soul that much has loved." 



MARGARET ROPER. 

I. 

The white swan in the willow brakes 
A gleam amid its shadow makes, 
Whence rippling lines ran out and spread 
Bright sparkles o'er the waters* bed; 
So a pure soul from humble home 
Sends o'er the ages as they come 
The light of noble deeds that shine, 
Making the stream of life divine. — 
The swan upon the river's face 
Brings wrinkling eddies, whose thin trace 
Runs flashing into burnished light, — 
For it is an hour before the night 
Will dim the sunset with its breath, 
A twilight hour before a wreath 
Of curling mist will wet the sedge 
That fringes the still river's edge. 
Bird, beast, and tree, unmoving wait 
The time of sleep; though day grows late 
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The loitering sun forbears to go, 
Night's herald stars forbear to show. 
But pleasant voices, like a sound 
That from another world has found 
An answering echo near the stream. 
Float out upon the air, and seem 
Like spoken thoughts the evening breeds 
'Twixt dying sun and darkening meads; 
The sound of quiet mirth that comes 
From the staid joy of ordered homes. — 
Ah, well a-day ! pleasure's echo 
Full oft replies in words of woe. 



II. 

Yon boat that cleaves the water, makes 
Dark lines, which follow it like snakes, 
And all the burnished surface breaks 
In shadows where they roll. 
The oars like muffled deathbells toll 
Their measures in each straining thole, 
While all the rowers to and fro 
Like the swinging hammers go. 
How black it looks upon the river; 
The reeds and lillies droop and shiver 
As its swift ripple, through their ranks. 
Strikes at the meadows' sunlit banks. 
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III. 

No good thing comes so fast; — a call — 

The rowers cease, — the oarblades fall, — 

The prow swings round, — the mooring drops,- 

Neath sheltered marge the galley stops ; 

A leap, and he is on the land. 

Accoutred, armed, and in his hand 

A message writ in words of fear. 

Bidding the boatmen linger near 

He mounts the sward with measured stride, 

And glance that looks no more aside ; 

Then looms upon the twilight sky 

A form of darksome augury. 

He's gone; behind the bank 

Like sunset cloud he slowly sank; 

He's gone; and now, how silent grows 

The neighbouring air, where blithely rose 

Voices that charmed the listener's ear; 

The silence falls like hush of fear; 

A pause, as when sad tidings come 

To make a waiting household dumb. 

IV. 

Not long that pause; he treads once more 
With soldier step the grassy shore, 
But not alone, — close by his side 
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Moves one o'er whom the ebbing tide 
Of wintry life has rolled the snow 
Of breaking years; sedate and slow 
The hoar head and the arm^d guide 
Descend the river's glooming side, 
Like one whom death at last has led 
To his dark bourne's mysterious bed; 
Yet cheerful is he, for his days 
Are those on which the soul's light plays, 
And when his sun goes down 'twill be 
An evening made for memory, 
Full of all beauties richly given 
By the great light derived from heaven. 
On board, with quick oars o'er the stream 
Pass boat and boatmen like a dream, 
A blot upon the tranquil light, 
A floating speck that worries sight. 
And makes the heart beat quickly on 
Until the vexing vision's gone. 
And the unbroken calm once more 
Drop from the sky on wave and shore. 

V. 

Now came perplexing days of fears, 
of smiles, replaced too soon by tears. 
Of doubts, of hopes, the law's delays. 



•>• 
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Its turns, its shifts, like beast that plays 
With victim it would torture, ere 
It ends the pain, the dumb despair. — 
Yet oft in bliss such troubles end 
When their lingering sorrows tend 
To make the suffering soul grow wise. 
And use them as new wings, to rise 
Fresh born from out the sacrifice. 



yi. 

At length 'tis o'er, — the word is said; 
From council chamber forth is led 
The noble form, the hoary head, 
Condemned, but not dishonoured, 
'Mid risen men, whose eyes would fain 
A memory of that face retain; 
Of one who braved oppression's sway 
And fell while standing in its way. 
Leaving behind, as he departs. 
Misgivings, and remorseful hearts. 
As when we cast a wistful gaze 
Where through a grey and wintry haze 
The full orbed sun goes dimly down. 
And wish that all the hours now flown 
We could recall, to fill them o'er 
With midday duties scorned before. 
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So goes he down amid the night, 

Tyrants fain lay on those, they smite, 

Forgetful that the setting sun 

Means but another day begun 

In regions far beyond their sight. — 

In silence and in solemn show 

Before him walks the headsman slow, 

Pondering his coming task, while he 

Turns the bright axe's edge to see 

The neck whereon 'twill shortly fall; 

Its gleam may dazzle, not appal; 

The aged vision doth behold 

In its clear glitter, sharp and cold, 

Naught but the sparkle of an eye 

That looks from out eternity. 

Then to the river's marge, — then o'er 

The Thames, which he so loved of yore. 

To dungeon, through whose massive door 

He will pass once and nevermore. 



VII. 

But she awhile that dungeon's air, 
That dungeon's gloom, with him will share. 
To lengthen out the lessening scope 
Of measured life, with words of hope, 
With memories of pleasant days,. 
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Of duties done, of household ways, 
Of kindred's love, of public praise, 
That he may feel he leaves behind 
Rich treasures stored in heart and mind. — 
And so 'till dawned the day of dread 
The prison hours unbroken fled, 
Full of sweet converse, such as wakes 
That gracious peace which ne'er forsakes, 
When wisdom, garbed in merriment, 
. Pours forth his stores of deep intent, 
Riches of hope, of love, content, 
And all the thousand charms that bide 
Where guileless days have beautified 
The heart for life's cold wintertide ; 
A garb which none but those assume 
Whose souls have kept their early bloom. 
Thus she heard, and bowing, felt 
His blessing given as she knelt. 
Slowly uttered, but rare words, 
Full of meaning that affords 
A hope this world but ill accords, 
Making the hearer onward gaze 
To a far time of better ways, 
With unmoved eyes, with tearless lid. 
For faith, when steadfast, should forbid. 
If dutv's voice toward heaven should call, 
The oft dishonouring drops to fall. 
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Loving they met, loving they part; 
In all things severed save in heart, 
Without an accent of despair, 
Or failing limb, or 'shevelled hair, 
'Til callous men stood awed, to see 
With what a holy mastery 
Pure youth and age quelled agony. 

VIII. 

0*er the city the pale morn 

Like a weeping child is bom ; 

While the child, with tearless eye. 

By the warmth of faith kept dry, 

Sees her father led to die; 

For he his endless rest must take 

Ere the town from slumber wake. 

On its ear now falls the toll 

Of chapel bell for passing soul, 

Of voices low that requiems sing. 

Of arm^d men, whose footsteps ring 

A measured answer to the hymn; 

But what are they to her, or him 

Whose only wish is now to tread 

The path that takes him to the dead ? 

As there in mist before him rose 

The shape thai marks his journey's close- — 



( 
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The sable scaflfold and the block; — 
But they cause nor chill, nor shock; 
The waiting axe, the headsman near, 
In him wake nor shame, nor fear; 
They only seem to his pure eyes 
As uncouth guides to paradise. 
And to his jailers standing by 
He speaks in words of pleasantry. 



IX. 

Tis o'er ! Power misused has spoken. 
The golden cord of life is broken, 
The hoary head is smitten low 
Beneath the headsman's fatal blow; 
But from its fall an echo rolled. 
Which the coming years shall hold. 
Encircling with a wreath of fame 
A father and a daughter's name. 
For his spirit dwelleth still 
With that daughter of his choice, 
And heri love, his fame, shall fill 
All the ages with their voice. 
She has caught the holy fire 
Burning erewhile in the sire ; 
For death is oft a thing that breeds 
Life in that whereon it feeds; 
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From his banquets ofttimes soar 
Natures never known before, 
But such feast must ever be 
One where love waits secretly 
With sealM lips and watchful heart, 
Until the hungry host depart; 
Then like the heavenly bird arise 
From out the flame that purifies, 
On wings to fill the realms of time 
With music of a deed sublime. 



The city's lamps are gleaming 

Where the waters hurry down, 
The broken tide is streaming 

Through arches darkly brown ; 
Ah! gruesome looks the river 

In the shadow of the night. 
Where in whirl and eddy quiver 

The scattered lines of light. 
And heavy is the fog that drifts 
Where the bridge, long stretching, lifts 
Its clustered houses to the sky. 
See how the rain scud hurries by. 
Driven by winds which roughly blow 
Rents in its vapoury garb, and show 
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A star or two careering through, 

With transient gleam of midnight blue. 

A star or two, and is that all 

Above the bridge's sombre wall ? 

A star or two ! What else is there 

Upon the blue with streaming hair ? 

And are those lights, which to and fro. 

In the uncertain night winds go, 

Or lambent flame that sometimes clings 

In stormy hours to heavenward things, 

Flickering above dark shapes that loom 

Like human heads amid the gloom? 

Aye, look! on standards lifted high, 

See how they stare at vacancy; 

The warning skulls, which long have stood 

Grim beacons o'er the river's flood, 

Memorials of a bloody time. 

When kings could legalize a crime — 

Make life a toy wherewith they played 

As vengence or ambition swayed. 

XI. 

The rowers' task is toilsome, 
For the tide is swift and strong; 

The midnight gusts are foilsome 
And make their travail long. 
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O gentle lady striving 

To stem the rushing tide, 
Whose eyes are dim with riving 

The blinding mists that hide 
The weir-dams 'neath the darksome bridge, 
The shapes above its battled ridge, — 
Why art thou, when all else doth sleep. 
At midnight on the river deep? 
Why art thou, in the cold and rain, 
Eager that buttress' help to gain? 
What makes thee thus in darkness brave 
The perils of the wind and wave, 
And show like angel through their strife? 
Sure something that surpasses life. 
O father, from the arch above. 
Look down and see thy daughter's love; 
For thee she dares the winds, the tides, 
For thee the danger darkness hides; — 
Love feels nor pain, nor cold, nor fear. 
Nor sees she ought save one thing near, 
Though it be hidden deep in gloom 
Of starless night, or delved tomb. — 
Her eye but seeks the cherished form ; — 
Aye, beautiful in light or storm. 
Ah welcome wind ! tear, tear in twain , 
The mist that strives to hide in vain 
The one shape sought of love's keen eyes. 
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One shape 'mid other shapes that rise 
Above the bridge's shadowy height ! 
Ah, now it breaks from out the night; 
Behind it march the shining stars, 
Beneath it frown those iron bars, 
But iron bars, however strong. 
Will not retain their hold for long; 
From out the sky that head will bow 
To meet the heart that beats below. 
O stars of heaven look round and say 
If your great realms such love display ? 
You're gone ! and is the answer given 
In the thick cloud now covering heaven ? 
Ah, who doth know? A sombre dress 
Full oft doth garb great happiness ; 
The saddest words are those which bless, 
And promise of serener skies. 
Not seldom gleams in tear-dimmed eyes. 
Behold ! The dark clouds disappear ! 
Behold ! The starry worlds are there ! 
Behold ! The iron shaft is bare ! 

XIII. 

O winds of heaven ! O fog and haze ! 
Break into light, with songs of praise; 
Make the vast dome of heaven more bare; 
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Let all their hosts look down and share 
The rapture of a duty done, 
The precious prize which love has won. 
O river waves ! rejoice and sing, 
Lift up your sprayey heads and fling 
Your brightest jewelled diadem 
Around the boat* s careering stem. 
For never did your tideway show 
A richer freight than passes now : 
A father's head ta'en to its rest 
Upon a loving daughter's breast. 
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The waves are leaping up the cliflf, 

With thunder sound their hosts come on; 

And woe betide the heedless skiff 
That setteth sail now day is done. 

The beaked land thrusts forth afar 
Its promontories sharp and high, 

With hidden reefs where many a spar 
And weltering bones of dead men lie. 

For very cruel is the deep, 
And hungry all the rocky coast; 

The sea's white hands for ever sweep 
Into its clutch the wrecked, the lost. 

Now far and wide the wild winds shout, 
And scud and cloud go driving past, 

'Til scarce a sea-bird ventures out 
To stem the rushing of the blast. 
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The mariners look o'er the sea 

Into the point whence blows the squall, 

And question what the night will be — 
If winds with tide will rise or fall. 

A blurrfed sunset streaks the west 

Amid the wrack at moments seen, 
Appearing when the billows rest 

And hiding when they rise between. 

Now very steadfast burns a light 
In the high casement of yon tower. 

Sending across the coming night 
A ray to gild the sprayey shower. 

For love is there — and love sleeps not; 

Ah, could it sleep at such a time — 
Its vows, its tears be all forgot, 

Its hopes dissolved like morning rime ! 

For love is there; and through the storm 

Hero looks o*er the troubled sea, 
Seeking in vain Leander's form 

To fill her eyes with extasy. 

Now she IS out in wind and rain 

And trembles not for all the cold ; 
Can love be concious of a pain 

That waits its treasures to enfold ? 
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She trembles not from cold, but fear, 
Lest her Leander fail to see 

The torch her anxious hands uprear 
Like his life's star above the sea. 

Ere set of sun he. left the shore, 

But night now hangs around the main ; 

Day oft seemed long, but ne'er before 
Did twilight linger so in vain. 

And oft the sea was very rough, 

And oft the gales have fiercely blown. 

But never were they strong enough 
To keep him from his loved, his own. 

Ah, envious wind ! ah, feeble torch ! 

Unconscious why 'tis held aloft ; 
If it knew love its flame would scorch 

The troublous rain to vapour soft. 

And fill the sky with lustrous air. 

That he might see the wished-for goal ; 

But thick and earthy is its flare 
And knowing nought of love-lit soul. 

With the unfeeling gust goes out 
And leaves her in the darkness lone. 

As though by night death flew about 
To quench all torches but his own. 
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At morn she rich oblations paid 

To the great gods of sea and air, 
That all their waves might be allayed, 

And all their winds be soft and fair. 

Were her petitions made in vain? 

Surely the gods' great hearts are kind ! 
They yet mil calm the raging main, 

They yet will hush the boisterous wind. 

The turret light still bums on high, 
And they will lift the driving wrack 

That it may catch his seeking eye 

And guide him o'er the 'wildering track. 

O nymphs, who live in flood and air, 
And know the roads of sky and deep. 

In your white arms her treasure bear 
And buoy him o'er the billows' sweep. 

Chase all the blinding rain away 
Which cruelly dims his eager gaze; 

Ward off the ocean's envious spray 
And send afar the cloud and haze. 

The gods of ocean have love known ; 

The sky-bom maids bow to its might, 
And can they on its worship frown 

And quench its torches' holy light ? 
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Ah, see 1 they lift the murky haze, 
And Dian, goddess pure and chaste, 

With silver horns doth grandly raise 
The curtained turmoil of the waste. 

How brightly lit the sea foam grows 
Wliere she comes forth in splendour drest ! 

And Iris clothes with colored snows 

The rounded strength of Neptune's breast. 

His glossy breast still deeply heaves 
As though some trouble rested there. 

As though some burden weighed the waves 
His agM arms could feebly bear. 

Light not "the torch now Dian makes 

A seaway he can safely swim; 
Light not the torch, its useless flakes 

Fall on her radiance pale and dim. 

They do but flout her holy ray; 

Dost think she'll bear a rival now. 
Another's light to show the way 

When she comes forth to fill love's vow? 

O Dian, goddess pure and chaste. 
Thanks for the succour of thy beam; 

Night's fears seem o'er, it's troubles past 
When cheered with such a bliss supreme. 
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Ah, see ! white wings are fluttering round 
The spray that crowns yon breaking wave ; 

Some watchful nereids there have found 
The form they love, the true, the brave. 

Or are they birds of night that come 

Now the fierce gale is giving o'er, 
To gather from the ocean's foam 

Food for their young upon the shore ? 

How white it looks ! how pale in air 
Shines the round arm that strikes the sea ! 

But why are weeds wove in his hair ? 
Why move his limbs so languidly ? 

O happy wave that to the feet 

Of Hero bears its welcome freight ! 

Unhappy wave ! sad eyes must greet 
The gift thou bringest now too late. 

The choking surf is in his lips. 

The clinging cold has numbed each limb; 
Oh, Dian, why this great eclipse 

That makes her life, her heaven so dim? 

He moves ! ah, no, 'tis but the wave; 

It turns his face that she may see 
What she would fain have died to save, 

What more than life to her could be. 
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He speaks ! alas, the ripple makes 
A voice like his, but his no more; 

His eyelids stir, they ope, he wakes, — 
'Tis a cloud shadow passing o'er. 

'* They never more will ope for me; 
His lips for me ne'er move again, 
No more their lustre shall I see. 
Their raptures I shall crave in vain. 

But ever dark will be my day ; 

The starry worlds, — the summer sun; 
Beauty from earth has passed away; 

The glory of my life is done. 

The years, — the months, — the lagging days, 
I reek not how they'll come or go. 

If full of quiet ordered ways. 

If lit with hope, or dimmed with woe. — 

For time will nevermore be mine. 
The years a blank, — a ceaseless gloom : 

Yet I will neither fret nor pine. 

Nor grudge fair earth if s fruit, it's bloom. 

But always in a silent world 

Of thoughts which ear will never know, 
I'll wrap my grief, like bud enfurled. 

Which early frosts forbid to blow. 
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And as a bud, fade out and die 

Ere it the days of summer find; 
With secret kept from ear and eye, 

The hidden canker of the mind. 

I go, for lo ! the morning breaks ; 

I go, to find my night begin ; 
How beautiful the world awakes ! 

But O my soul, how dark within ! 

My passing feet imprint the sand, 
The salt ooze fills their empty bed ; 

So hearts made empty by death's hand 
With tears must be replenished. 

By ooze those marks will be destroyed. 
And none shall see where lay my goal ; 

But tears will larger make the void 
Where moved Leander o'er my soul. — 

Steps of lost love no tears erase. 

Though age may smooth their furrowed bed, 
For after growths will mark the place 

With flowers that spring from out the dead. 

Sweet growths for thought in coming days, 
Places where fainting hearts may feed 

Their hunger on life's barren ways 
With memory of a loving deed. 
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He yet is mine ! though dead, my lord ; 

I'll turn and stay, and o'er him weep ; 
I come : dost hear my whispered word ? 

Dear love ! oh ! is this death or sleep ? 

Old Time has changed fair Helle's shore, 
The turret and its light are gone; 

But waves are boisterous as of yore. 
And winds still blow as they have done. 

These know no change — no change has love ; 

For ever Time repeats the tale, 
How love's bright light will shine above 

Earth's stormy main, 'til life shall fail. 
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THE DUEL. 

Dead 'neath the hedge ! Oh, who is it 
Begrimed and gory in the grass ? 

Insects, singing, round him flit; 
O'er him clammy creatures pass. 

What to him if insects sing ! 

He their songs will never know; 
Nor the touch of crawling thing 

Claiming kindred with him now. 

Young and fair! How ghastly pale! 

See, where like a creeping snake, 
The ebbing blood a crimson trail 

Through the trampled grass doth make. 

'Neath the dawning day he lies, 
Death his sole companion here. 

While ribald oath and ring of dice 
Fall upon his lifeless ear. 



112 THE DUEL, 

Close by there is mirth and dancing, 
Close by roars a wild carouse, 

Fitfully a light comes glancing 
On his eyes from out the house. 

But he heeds nor light nor noise. 

So silent, so forsaken ; 
Foeman's hand, nor friendly voice 

Nevermore will him awaken. 

Hark ! overhead, on morning's wings 
A carol sweet goes o'er the sky. 

How unlike the sound that rings 
From the rout and revelry. 

Notes which tell of innocence 
And the pure delights of life; 

Not the din which deadens sense 
When the reckless revel's rife. 

How the glad voice fills the air, 
Happy nature's early hymn. 

Are such songs for those who stare 
Lifeless at the sky, like him ? 

Now the notes are growing faint, 
For the bird far off has flown, 

Scared by blood's unwholesome taint 
And the herbage trodden down. 
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Few the hours since he parted 

From the revel and the rout, 
Taunted by the cruel hearted 

To the duel there fought out. 

*M}d the blare of brazen sound, 

*Mid the blaze of garish light, 
Crowds in mazes whirling round 

In the frenzy of the night. 

*Mid the crushing and turmoil 

Idle words he heedless spake, 
Round him with a vengeful coil 

Sprang the harlot like a snake. 

Then the signal cry is heard 

And the paramour appears. 
Glibly comes the lying word 

And the seeming virtuous tears. 

Throng the maskers swiftly round him, 

And the blow is on his face. 
Fast that fatal bond has bound him; 

Blood for blood, or life's disgrace. 

Sharp the speech and quick the blow. 

Rude the hustle and the strife. 
Words of vengence whispered low. 

And the glitter of a knife. 
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With feigned kindness, scarce concealing 
All the craft it covered o'er, 

Forth they led him, while came pealing 
Heartless laughter through the door. 

Then the cold air smote upon him. 
Death's forerunner from the tomb; 

Short the respite, — death has won him, 
Quickly take him to his doom. 

Let them fight, 'twill soon be ended ; 

Give him to the worms for food ; 
Wounded honour's only mended 

With cement of flesh and blood. 

What to him the choice of swords ! 

'Tis but cruel courtesy. 
Rules are only mocking words 

Over one foredoomed to die. 

Or the right of vantage ground, 

While all the ground is but one grave; 

Is the shade bewildering found, — 
When no light his life can save ? 

Foot to foot and face to face, — 
Clever parry, — surer thrust; 

A backward stagger for a pace 
And the victim's in the dust. 
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O'er him bends the useless leech, 
Shakes his head with kindly doubt, 

Lists the failing words of speech 
And the lamp of life is out. 

Then like cowards all fled from him 

When the fatal stab went home, 
Hiding in the morning dim 

Lest the avenger's hand should come. 

Fled and hid them — scared by dread 

Of the deed so boldly done ; 
Ah ! what power possess the dead 

Lying helpless and alone. 

How they feared him — silent, meek. 

In his gewgaws and disguise; 
His perfumed hair, his painted cheek, 

And the death film in his eyes. 

Then the stealthy things of night 

Came and looked and slunk away. 
Startled as the bloody sight 

Grew more plain at break of day. 

But the eyes of day look down 

Filled with kindly drops of dew, 
And the heavens wear no frown — 

Clear of cloud is all the blue. 
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Good nor evil ever make 
Change in earth, or sea, or sky. 

If the pure to life awake 
Or the evil doer die. 

Let the sun that shines above him 
Shroud in light the early slain. 

And like tears of those who love him 
.Let the gentle dews remain. 

Let them weep and let the wind 
Make a moaning overhead, 

They are kinder than his kind, 
They own kindred with the dead. 

They and death know when a brother 
Lieth helpless on earth's breast, 

And they call unto each other 
When the weary seek their rest. 

Young in years, and young in heart. 
Caught in eviFs siren den ; 

Forced to play the hero's part 
For the sport of bloody men. 

Dead with sins upon his soul, 
There he lay when morning broke. 

Sent by murder to his goal 
For a lying harlot's joke. 
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A CHRISTMAS TALE. 

The little Gertrude sits alone, 

The night is dark, the house is still, 

Her father to the tavern 's gone. 
And idly rests the empty mill. 

Poor Gertrude now is motherless, 
Brother nor sister has she known, 

And from her father no caress 

Comes to the child he calls his own. 

Yet meekly little Gertrude lives. 

Because she thinks The Loving One 

Of Whom she reads, His blessing gives 
To little children left alone. 

Now Gertrude through the window pane 
Looks out into the wintry night, 

Where heavy clouds betokening rain 
Cast sombre shadows in their flight. 



ii8 A CHRISTMAS TALE. 

A wild carouse roars from the town, 
And 'midst it sounds her father's voice; 

But soon the winds of midnight drown 
The tipsy revel's senseless noise. 

And Gertrude looks into the night 
Through the old-fashioned window pane, 

Where oft her taper sheds its light, 
Turning to gold the drops of rain. 

But Christmas Eve comes not with ram, 
But gentle things are falling now. 

Like fluttering wings before the pane. 
The wafted flakes of shining snow. 

And now poor Gertrude stands and thinks 
Who there can be in that dark sky; 

Or if the snow that softly sinks 

Comes from the angels' wings on high, 

And whether it will always rest 

Like a white sheet upon the ground 

To warm the dead beneath its breast 
'Til the bright Easter sun comes round ; 

Or whether it will all be gone 
Before next morning's light arise. 

And the green fields once more be shown 
In beauty 'neath the kindling skies. 
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But silent is the idle mill, 

And silent is the falling snow, 
And little Gertrude, thinking still, 

Watches the white flakes come and go, 

When presently across the sky 

Rings the glad sound of chiming bells, 

And quicker now the white things fly. 
And blither now the music swells ; 

'Til all the night is full of sound 

From hill and valley far away, 
As if the world a voice had found 

To hail the coming Christmas Day. 

But Gertrude, she must be alone, 
For Christmas Day brings naught to her : 

She lists j the music changes tone, — 
She wonders if the mill doth stir. 

For pit-a-pat comes to the door 
A tapping sound, like tread of feet. 

And Gertrude starts, — never before 
Did such a sound her hearing greet. 

A sound, as one who stands and knocks; 

Then Gertrude runs with eager pace. 
And tremblingly the door unlocks. 

And a white lamb looks in her face; 
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A little lamb, as white as snow, 

With bleat as soft as Christmas chime. 

With mild, sad look, like one whom woe 
Has chastened in some earlier time. 

With smile of welcome Gertrude leads 
The little lamb from where it stands, 

A simple meal prepares, — and feeds 
Her gentle guest with tender hands. 

Most lovingly she gives it food 

Of broken bread, and shares with it 

A fresh'ning draught, — happy and good 
At her own table she doth sit. 

Then weeping o'er its utter need. 
She clasps it to her bosom borne, 

For its meek brow and feet did bleed, 
Sore torn by many a cruel thorn. 

Poor little lamb ! the world's keen frost 
Pierced through its fleece with bitter smart. 

Which pityingly the gentle host 

Thaws with the warmth of her own heart. — 

Why flames the taper suddenly ? 

What ails the lamb ? its fleece doth glow ! 
Are those white wings that flutter by ? 

Or merely flakes of falling snow ! — 
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Now bursts fresh music from the bells, 
Now moon and stars drive off the gloom, 

And incense-like the taper smells, 
And a great glory fills the room. 

Then runs she to the casement soon, 

Thinking it is the changing night; 
A wondrous ring hangs round the moon. 

With clouds, like faces robed in white. 

Enwrapt she gazes, — then, to her. 

Sweet voices seem to sing in air; 
It may be only flocks that stir. 

Or shepherds watching them with care. 

She turns, and lo ! the lamb is gone, — 
But memory soon brings back it's face, 

And then she feels no more alone 
In the old stillness of the place. 

Slow sinks the music, — dies the light, — 
And sleep comes down on Gertrude's eyes 

With pleasant dreams, which fill the night 
With visions, like some paradise. 

Now peaceful breaks the cloudless mom. 
And all the snow-fields brightly shine. 

Gladdening the day that Christ was bom 
In the far land of Palestine. 
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But what uproar draws near the house 
With tread of men and smothered cries ? 

Her father from the wild carouse 
Borne on a litter, bleeding lies. 

Now weary watching has Gertrude 
For many a month beside his bed, 

But day by day, less rough, less rude, 
Becomes the voice she once did dread. 

For like the lamb within her arm. 

She holds him, thinking his cold heart 

Is only frost her love will warm. 
And let the better life-springs start. 

And so he strengthened and arose 
Wiser and purer out of pain; — 

And now the mill-wheel quicker goes. 
And faster falls the whitened grain ; 

And brighter bums the household fire. 
And friends and neighbours smiling come 

To bless the child, make glad the sire, 
To cheer the changed and happier home. 

As years past by, each doubly bright. 
Full oft her eyes with fond tears swam 

When she recalled the winter's night 
He made her supper with The I-amb. 
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A VISION OF EASTER EVE. 



''HE HATH BROKEN THE BARS OF IRON,'' 

A thunder of hoofs through the forest, — 
The huntsmen are out in the night; 

But what is the quarry in quest ? 
And why are the horsemen in white ? 

Oh, the souls have broke out of their prison, 
And the keepers pursue them in vain, 

And Death and his horsemen have risen 
To help with the scourge and the slain ! 

The dead like thin vapour are flying, 
The keepers are winged like fierce birds, 

And sharp stinging whips they are plying 
To drive home the pitiful herds. — 

See how Death and the others are riding ! 

Ashen white are the garments they wear. 
Divers colored the steeds they Ve bestriding, 

As in Patmos beheld by the seer. 
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Their garbs are of searcloth and shrouds, 
Their steeds show the hues of disease, 

Their breathings roll forth in hot clouds, 

From their hands come the touches that freeze. 

But who are those huntsmen that follow 
Like squires at the heels of gaunt death ? 

One is Famine, with cheek sunk and hollow, 
All a tremble, and gasping for breath. 

Another is War, wild and stem. 

His eyeballs with anger aglare; 
Where he passes, all things shrink and burn, 

And smoke clouds rise thick in the air. 

And the third is called Pestilence dread ; 

Ah, woe, what a spectre is he ! 
Hearts of men quail with fear at his tread, 

Limbs quiver with great agony. 

But what mean the hues the steeds show 
When their riders are bent to the chase ? 

That Famine is white as the snow 
Winds spread in a desolate place. 

That War, though bespangled, is gory, 
Grimed with dust of the ruin and flame; 

That the flash of his hoofs is the glory 
Of those who rejoice in his name. 
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But Pestilence rides on a steed 
Pale, yellow, and mottled like day, 

When at noon marsh and quagmire breed 
Foul vapours to dull the sun's ray. 

And these are the hues the poor nations 
Assume, whom these riders ride o'er 

In the times of their great tribulations 
When the hand of the Lord smiteth sore. 

Now Sin's dreadful bloodhounds come after, 
Many-spotted with passions of life, 

And their yelling is like the fierce laughter 
Of those who find pleasure in strife. 

Who is Death, that he rides in the midnight ? 

What are Sins, that they follow like hounds ? 
Oh ! Death is a phantom that fills with affright. 

And Sins are his festering wounds. 

And can they pursue us when life 

Comes to end ? Will the chase never drop ? 
Men die ! but it ceases not strife, 

And Plague, War, and Famine ne'er stop. 

For ever they bring forth fresh dead 

To find food for the bloodhounds of Sin; 

By man have these bloodhounds been bred, 
And on him must their feasting begin. 
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Ah, woe ! dreadful woe to the earth 
When our souls are thus hunted about, 

When, thus, bajdngs await us at birth. 
And our days are rung out with a shout. 

No rest from the cradle to grave. 
No respite from pain and despair. 

Ceaseless crjdng for someone to save, 
For One Who our sorrows will bear. 

Not in vain, not in vain is that cry; 

Though the answer stayed long, it has come; 
From the many worlds scattered on high 

It tells of long peace and of home. 

But how have the dead thus arisen ? 

How got free from the shackle and chain ? 
Oh, a Great One has broken their prison. 

And Death may pursue them in vain. 

They have passed ! Lo, faint music is dying 

Far off in the dawn of the day, 
And Death and his huntsmen stand sighing. 

And Sin's baffled hounds turn away. 
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A REMINISCENCE. 

She made her life's lone pathway green with Hope; 

And feeding on that Hope through troubled years, 
Kept her heart pure beyond life's measured scope, 

For Love's sun warmed and nourished it with tears; 
For tears of Love make ever green the soul, 

As gentle dews, which rising in day's glow. 
Fall back upon Earth's breast when midnights roll 

Their shadows o'er it, and at morning show 
How good the silent sombreness has been. 

But this can only be when heaven shows clear, 
For if obtruding clouds should intervene. 

How dry and shrunk the opening lands appear; 
So had that Love been for herself alone, 

Shutting out heaven with clouds of selfishness, 
Hope would have vanished ere her day was done, 

And not have risen to nourish and to bless. 
Alas ! alas ! the pure green heart is gone ! 

The sun of Love has ceased to warm it now, 
The wintry winds of Death have keenly blown. 

The skies are shrouded and the dews are snow. 
No nurturing tears can e'er o'erlie it more. 

Nor fostering wish spring forth, unless it be 
The quickening sense of her we now deplore. 

To clothe our lives with verdant memory. 
From her dear earth shall pleasant grass and flowers. 

And from her memory crops of cheerful thought, 
Upspring, like children of the happy hours. 

When faithful Hope and Love together wrought. 
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MY YOUTH. 

He stood before me in the sleepless night, 

The spirit of my youth, 
Clad in his simple robes, still purely white 

With innocence and truth. 
Kindly his smile, but, oh, how sadly blended 

With melancholy tears. 
Like unto one whom we have sore offended 

In long forgotten years. 
And whom by strange event we meet again 

In unexpected ways 
Amid the transient sunshine, or the rain 

Of life's uncertain days — 
When half ashamed, yet anxious to renew 

The love we once had shared, 
Ere heedless words and passions twixt us drew 

A veil none else had dared. 
So unto me appeared my early youth. 

Seen in the silent night. 
Ah, me ! how yearned my aching heart in sooth 

To clasp the spirit bright ! 
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But no, there was a shadow on his face, 

Which neither truth, nor art, 
Nor length of days will evermore erase. 

But keep our souls apart. 
We cannot now recall the guileless past. 

Our childish days of yore; 
Twas my red hand the severing insult cast 

That lasteth evermore — 
My tainting touches blighted all the flowers 

That bloomed on soul and face; 
Too late remorse perceives how evil hours 

Have wrought this strange disgrace. 
So half in pity cometh he to me, 

And I to him in shame. 
Trying to hide what we should never see. 

And nevermore will name, 
A friend misused, and robbed of all his worth 

By one who should have been 
Brother to him in deed, as well as birth, 

In heart as well as mien. 
My youth he would have been to me I know 

A firm and steadfast friend. 
But it was I who dealt the cruel blow. 

That brought the untimely end. 
And so we parted on the stormy steep 

That marks life's middle way, 
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He to the lowly path, but I to keep 

The road that leads astray. 
Now after many years we meet once more 

In the last darksome vale, 
He in his comeliness, but I heartsore, 

Stricken in years and frail; 
Now the same road we must for ever go, 

Together, yet apart. 
Bound in companionship of woe, 

With estrangement of the heart 
Ah I had I known how dear he was to me 

In times now past and gone, 
I would have clung more lovingly 

To such a priceless one. 
But that is o'er, we'll nevermore renew 

The early lost delight. 
But hand in hand our silent way pursue 

Into the endless night. 
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TO ONE RECOVERED FROM 

SICKNESS. 

Pale roamer from the border land, 

That's only seen when life's lights darken, 

I hold to thee a brother's hand; 
Tell me thy tale ! I'll sit and hearken 

While thou recoun'st the mystic sights 
Met in the land where thou hast been, 

Beside the stream whose gloom affrights 
Our wondenng minds with woes unseen. 

For I at times have been full near 
The bourne that's nevermore recrost; 

To me its waters brought no fear, 
But a fantastic spectral host 

Of antique forms by poets drawn. 

The heroes of romantic lore; — 
They passed in crowds across the dawn 

Which glimmers on that changeless shore. 
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But they were very kind to me, 
And spake as I have read their speech 

Writ in the old world's poesy, 

Where earth's great master spirits teach. 

In long procession they went past 
With action suited to the word. 

Narrating fears, they looked aghast. 
Or smiled when merriment occurred. — 

And I replied in fitting strain, 

And they made answer fair and free, 

'Til sickness quite forgot its pain . 

And Death's domain seemed full of glee. 

So pleasantly the dreamy rhyme 
Flowed full of rich poetic wealth, 

I almost sighed when healing time 
Dispelled it with returning health. 

Now tell me, brother, what hast thou 
Seen in that land of dreaded dreams ? 

Hast heard a like poetic flow 
Of wondrous tongues, of mighty themes ? 

Or was it one great awful void. 

Where gloom and silence aye prevail, 

Where consciousness lies half destroyed. 
And heart and mind bewildered quail •* 
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Or were there glimpses of soft light, 
With strains like harpings far and nigh? 

A sound of rushing wings in flight. 
Or murmurs of sweet melody? 

Or me'f St strange people or event 
Within that dark sojourning place ? 

Or how the unnumbered hours went; 
Or have they gone and left no trace ? 

Or is there really nought to tell, 

That nothing strange is ever seen. 
That they who in that region dwell 

Are such as they have always been ? 

For I, alas ! have lost the thread 

Of the discourses uttered then, 
And would recall wise thoughts which fled 

When converse ended with these men. 

Tis said some have of old returned 
From out that country of great fear. 

But 'tis not said that others yearned 
The secrets of that place to hear, 

Or that the wondrous travellers told 
Of aught that met their ear or eye; 

Why have those records writ of old 
Been silent on such mystery ? 
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The one great end of manhood's aim, 
The secret hunger of the soul ; 

Is it that faith alone should claim 
O'er human hearts supreme control ? 

That we through life should wander on, 
Cheered with the hope of bliss to come. 

The prospect of a goal unwon. 

The traveller's craving for his home. 

If so, why do all creatures shrink. 
When drawing near their destined end, 

Like children shivering on the brink 
Of ocean which will them befriend ? 

It cannot be that light and air. 
The joy of health — the pride of life, 

Are preludes to a dark despair, 
To agony and torturing strife. 

It seems scarce meet that things so good 
As are God's works, which we now see. 

Should be created to make food 
For an eternal misery. 

Or are such terrors but a tale 

Told by our brother men, when they 

Would traffic on the hearts that quail — 
On weaker brethren gone astray. 
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It was not so; — the early good 
Saw but an angel's beckoning hand, 

When Death beside their couches stood, 
To lead them to another land. 

Sure we who live in later days ' 
Are not less pure than were the first; 

They caught a glimpse of better ways, 
We have the Fount that quenches thirst. 

All nature shrinks at touch of pain. 
But only man at thought of death; 

God's creatures fear not to be slain, 
But man fears what another saith. 

May be such fear — with grief and want. 
The pangs of care, the stings of woe. 

And all the ills of life, are meant 
To make that picture brighter show. 

Then brother man ! let's hope such pain. 
Such cramping sorrow but conceals 

Some kindly teachings meant to train 

Sick souls for joys, which health conceals; 

That we, when yielding up our life. 
May hail the thrill of coming days, 

A future with keen rapture rife, 

The promised good, the happier ways ; 
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That we shall then with other souls 
Rejoice in working out that bliss 

Which through the endless ages rolls 
Unto a time surpassing this. 

Methinks our talk with shadowy hosts, 
O Brother, is not held in vain 

If it can make the Land of Ghosts 
Appear — the one that eases pain. 
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THE FUES- 

The flies are circling round the room 
And telling me the day is warm, 

But lying in a sick-bed's gloom 

I can but dream of summer's charm. 

No more on me it's light may shine, 
No more its balmy breath enwrap 

My failing limbs with warmth divine, 
Reposing on earth's glowing lap. 

Not on, but 'neath her lap I'll lie, 
Where sun nor air can ever come, 

But even then the busy fly 
Will find me in my secret home. 

But then we all shall equal be, — 
The flies and I all brothers there ; 

And after that what shall we see ? 
O curious soul ! prithee forbear ! 
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Hush ! hush ! earth soon will cover each; 

The summer days will cease to be, 
Sick beds and looming palls should teach 

Presumptuous souls humility. 

But flies and I will then be changed 
To shapes of different type and hue; 

But will our thoughts be quite estranged 
From all the past and something new ? 

Who knows ! life never ends, and we 
But wanton for our little term, 

What time the great sun quick'ningly 
Pours strength on each awakening germ. 

And is this lift? ? Are we no more 

Than flies that dim the noontide beams, u 

Flitting about 'til day be o'er 
And night falls on us with it dreams ? 

Weak flitters through the air are all 

Who live, and think, and rest for breath 

A moment on earth's flying ball, 

Tossed to and fro 'twixt life and death. 

We cannot see the measures played 

By the great Hand Whose touch we feel. 

'Tis right ! our hearts would be dismayed 
Should He His wondrous strength reveal. 
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We only feel the throbbing touch 
That bids us come and bids us go ; 

Let's thank Him thait we know as much, 
And thank Him that we no more know. 

flies that sport in lighted air 
Lend me your gauzy wings awhile ! 

And let them ray frail body bear 
Into the Sun's most gracious smile. 

The flies have the advantage now 
For helpless here I prostrate lie ; 

1 can but guess the bliss they know 
Careering through the summer sky. 

What the flies leave may I not take ? 

Dancing in light they shed their wings ; 
Cannot I find when I awake 

Pinions to soar to brighter things ? 

So let me sleep, though bright be day ! 

When I awake perchance Til be 
A fly, rejoicing on its way, 

With shining wings like those I see. 

I sleep ! I dream ! I join their flight ! 

I wing the air in uncurbed race ! 
Ah me ! my limbs feel wondrous light ; 

What heavenly glory fills the place ! 
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MIGRATING BIRDS. 

Through the lowering sky pass the gathering birds, 

Dim in darkness and rain, overhead, 
While a sorrowful concourse of bickering words 

Murmurs round through the vapours which spread 
In billowy masses o'er ocean and land, 

Where like phantoms the birds come and go. 
While the roar of the waves as they break on the strand 

Like the tolling of bells sounds below; 
Swift they fly round the edge of the wave-riven rock, 

And the winnowing wings stir the air; 
Unheard is the call, yet together they flock. 

Unseen is the signal, no leaders are there 
Who can show them a road or a haven of rest, 

Or the goal where their journey will cease. 
For beneath them the fathomless deep shows itsxrest, 

And around them the vapours increase; 
But they feel that a home is now waiting for them, 

Though the eye know it not, nor the ear; 
And born up on the wings of strong Faith, they will stem 

The air's desolate realms without fear. 
Trustful Birds ! what a lesson is learnt from your cries 

By the wandering Soul, when Life's seas 
Send up fog banks to hide from it's sorrowing eyes 

The Good Land where it's journey will cease. 



MV CUCKOO CLOCK, 141 



MY CUCKOO CLOCK. 

Tis ihe voice of the Cuckoo, I hear him complain : 

I am fast running down, you must wind me again ; 

So I put in the key, and I turn it about — 

Rejoicing in vigour the Cuckoo doth shout, 

But he heeds not what changes come over the sky, 

If the bright days depart, or the dark nights draw nigh, 

If young blossoms be born or the old flowers die. 

If the earth's clad in green, or in snow pall doth lie. 

Ah ! how happy for us, if Hke him we could sing 

Through the summer and winter, the autumn and spring 

Unheeding what Time and its whirligigs bring. 

But his works will run down and his caroUings cease, 

And the tick of his life's pulse will slowly decrease, 

Til ifs stopping o'erawes the hushed house with its 
peace. 

Ah ! happy for us if like him we can find, 

When our hands cease to move and our strength has 
declined, 

A Friend Who our lifesprings once more will upwind 

In the House where Great Silence qomes over the mind. 
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THE MIST — BY DAY. 

White mist upon the mountain height ! 

Come 1 fold rae in thy yielding arms ! 
With vapoury hair obscure my sight, 

Veiling the world's distracting claims, 
That I in solitude may share 

Wise converse with my unvexed mind. 
Discussing all my life must bear 

Ere it the better Land can find. 
Lo, now it comes ! on sunbeams borne 

The cloudy pomp careers along; 
The rainbow's tints its fringe adorn, 

And myriad globes within it throng, — 
Globes like to stars; a watery realm. 

Circling about in orbits tost, 
With measured sweep of stately calm, 

The motion of an ordered host. 
It flows around me; on my cheek 

The gusty vapour coldly clings, 
It decks with gems each shrub-clad peak. 

While twilight falls beneath its wings. 
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Alone ! shrouded in mist ! I hear 

A drowsy murmur creeping round; 
The work of life comes to mine ear 

Through the hoar fog with muffled sound. 
What's that? Startling with sudden cry, 

Swiftly glides past a ghost-like bird; — 
'Tis come — 'tis gone ! in clouds whirl by 

The eddies by its pinions stirred. 
Denser the fog ! earth shows no more ; 

Upon a viewless verge I stand; 
Oh ! for huge wings wherewith to soar 

Unto the Everlasting Land ! 
To reach it, but without the dread 

Of passing through the gates of Death ; 
To enter it new furnished 

With chastened soul, yet drawing breath. 
To fall no more on treacherous earth 

And bruise me on life's stony road. 
But find the home I knew, ere birth 

Withdrew me from that Blest Abode. 
I spread my arms ! I leap ! I fly ! 

I cleave the nimble atmosphere ! 
Sweet are the gales that blow on high. 

And wondrous melodies I hear ! 
I float on air's unfathomed deeps ! 

Poised on the heave and roll of wind; 
I drink the breeze that past me sweeps, 
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It blows the dross of earth behind; 
Like crystal stream my soul it laves, 

'Til freshly pure and braced I feel; 
I plunge exulting in its waves, 

Wild with delight my senses reel. 

cloudless space ! — so coldly clear I 
Above, below, transparent night ! 

Surely the founts of life I hear ! 

Surely I spy the gates of Light I 
Ah me, 'tis o'er 1 Oh 1 envious wind. 

Tear not the tender mist in twain I 

1 hear; I see my fellow kind; 
Alas, I am on earth again ! 
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The fog-bank drifts across the moon 

And plunges hill and vale in night. 
So evil thoughts arise, and soon 

O'ershadow all the soul's pure light; 
Hid, but not quenched; the fog's lit rim 

Tells us the glorious moon's behind; 
That though we walk in pathways dim, 

Ere long a brighter way we'll find; 
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If we saw nothing else but light 

Twould cease to be esteemed on earth; 
Or if we dwelt in endless night 

Darkness would lose its nurturing worth. 
The brightest clouds that shine in air 

Not always rise from crystal stream — 
Steam from a dunghill shows as fair 

Illumined by the same sun^s beam. 
So that black bank, like evil thought, 

May be some good thing gone astray, 
Shrouding the night in gloom, yet fraught 

With cheering hues when lit by day. 
But will it live to see the morn ? 

And is it sure the day will break ? 
By midnight storms it may be torn 

And scattered ere the sun awake. 
Then soul of mine keep watch, for thee 

The better day may yet arise 
When all thy clouds and mists shall be 

Turned to bright glories in the skies. 
From out the dregs of earth they came; 

Let them go up, perchance the sun 
Will tinge them with its heavenly flame 

What time the troublous night is done. 
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WOODSIDE REFLECTION. 

Like coiling snakes the twisted root 
Clings round about the hoary stone, 

While here and there a verdant shoot, 
Fortelling spring, comes forth alone. 

So one good deed amid a life 

Of many evil ways appears ; 
So one faint joy shows through the strife 

That dims our troubled days with tears. 

Around the stem its killing arms 

The fibrous parasite entwines ! 
So wanton thoughts weave evil charms, 

And sin's vile toilers spread their lines. 

From out the ground that grim root grows 
Which snake-like creeps about the stone ; 

So fi*om an earthly heart come woes 

Whose clutch makes life a ceaseless moan. 

Oh well for us if there appear 

One bright green thought among them all, 
To show that hope still lingers here 

However soon the growth may fall. 

And well for us when that frail life 
Can bear the parasite's fierce cling, 

And through the many years of strife 
Still answer to the call of spring. 
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O snakelike root, what arm of might 
Can tear you from the teeming ground ? 

Or free us from the parasite 

That round about our lives is wound ? 

Or dig from out our stony hearts 
The weeds that kill the budding leaf, 

That bid the hope of years depart 

And makes the glimpse of good too brief? 

What though the tree be green overhead, 
And filled with every voice of song, 

If slowly creeping round it spread 
The fatal arms of evil strong I 

Better for us the hoary stem, 

Though scathed and blighted it may be, 
Than blooming boughs, if under them 

The deadly fibres hug the tree. 

Better for us the lonely trunks 
So it but stand all clean and bright. 

Than be in luscious foliage sunk 
Of evil thing and parasite. 

But better far to bear the strife. 
To stand 'mid good and evil thing, 

Showing each year th' increasing life 
That heralds the Eternal Spring. 



148 MY FOUNTAIN, 



MY FOUNTAIN. 

IN THE TROPICS. 

Dreamily through the still night I hear the fount 
splashing, 

The balmy air's soft with its vapoury breath ; 
In the sheen of its spray drops the bright stars are 
flashing — 

They dance in its waters that flicker beneath; — 
A thought-breeding ripple that fills the warm darkness 

With hopes fondly yearning for happier time, 
When love came unsought for with glances that bless, 

With the voice of a home in a far distant clime. 
Good fountain, recalling the days of my childhood, 

Bring back, oh, bring back all its innocent ways, 
When beside the blessed Font helpless infancy stood 

With a soul washed as pure as thy water that plays ! 
Thy voice, rippling friend, in the silence of midnight, 

On the desert of memory comes down like the dew ; 
At its sound quickened thoughts with thy drops 
take their flight. 

And young life's pleasant places are blooming anew. 
Happy days by the ocean, by brooklet and mere, 

In the mist, the soft rain, the keen ice and the snow, 
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In the clouds on the hills, when the rainbows appear ; 

In the gleamings of morn, and the eve's ruddy glow ; 
By the waterfall's spray, sweet Undine's misty home ; 

By the whirlpools, where Lurlies lie watching below ; 
By the moonlit cascades, when white nymphs ride 
the foam ; 

In the giant fog spectres, when wet suns hang low ; 
In vapoury green meadows, by the fairies' ringed beds ; 

In the grassy sea caves, where the mermaidens sing ; 
In the veil, bright with night gems the gossamer spreads 

O'er the tear-dropping shrubs when hot mornings 
upspring ; 
In the clear golden rain of the stormy sunshine; 

In the perfume of plants when the shower is o'er; 
In the fields' exhalations, earth's incense divine; 

In the clammy sea breath of the wind-beaten shore. 
Ah me, they are gone ! through the stillness and gloom 

Creep the shadows of evil to trouble my heart. 
And whispered forebodings now haunt the hushed 
room. 

And in thy soft murmur and ripple take part. 
O fiiend of the darkness, whose swift flying waters 

Are sparkling like stars in the tremulous night, 
With thy strength, oh, make stronger the spirit that 
falters. 

On thy crest lift it up to the Fountain of I^ight ! 
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P'rhaps some drop, blessed by love in the days that 
once were, 
That once knew me in lands far remote from this 
spot, 
Has been borne on the wings of its sister the air, 

To revisit a soul it has never forgot; 
Who can tell 1 for the waters encompass the earth 

From its innermost depths to the black sky above ; 
Nature lingers in death, 'til the water brings birth 
With the blessings of Light from the Fountain of 
Love. 
Bear me up ! bear me up to that HoHer Rill ! 

Ah, no ! like the spray, I fall back to the ground; 
My soul with new strength air nor fountain can fill — 
In the earth, like thy drops, must its fresh springs 
be found. 
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THE IDEAL. 

A LAMENT. 

Faiths of the youthful world ! Ah ! ye are gone ! 

Dream children of Hellas ! They are dead. 
For now no taboured Nymph, no ivied Fawn, 

No vine-clad Moenad treads the thymy mead. 
Great Pan is dead ! The Oread's hill is bare ! 

No Syrinx wakes seolian strains at eve. 
Gone is the wanton Satyr, Dryad fair, 

No Naiads run, no leafy Daphnes grieve; 
Delphi's world-honoured dell is desolate, 

And Tempe's vale is laved by Lethe's stream ; 
Forgetful Time makes sandalled Hermes wait 

Ere bringing back the great Olympian dream. 
The groves of Thessaly no more resound 

With twilight laughter of the sylvan crew. 
And round Thermopylae's tomb-hallowed mound 

Heroic shadows meet no more the view. 
No more Dodona's priestess hails vague forms 

Gliding at dusky eve within her wood. 
No hounding Furies ride the midnight storms. 

No Typhon roars, no Scylla tears the flood; 
No ocean roamers hear Arion's lyre. 

No faithful Alcyones brood on listening seas, 
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No Nereids dance, no Orpheus' songs inspire 

Life in tHe hills, or movement in the trees. 
Gone the ideal ! the good ancient time ! 

Fancy's fair shrine lies fallen in decay, 
Imagination lifts no voice sublime. 

Nor breathes her mind in sculptured stone or clay. 
Oh, the great gods are gone ! the pleasant dreams. 

The happy life of mountain, sea, and grove, 
When rare embodied souls filled land and streams. 

And the bright air grew warmer 'neath their love. 
Come back I come back ! These rank prosaic days 

Kill with their cankering toil poetic thought; 
Oh for a glimpse of the young world's glad ways, 

When childlike hearts with kindly nature wrought !— 






The Runic lore that lingered for a while. 

Cheering rough manhood with its quaint conceits. 
On broken wing has fled our sombre isle, 

Scared by the careworn eyes it daily meets. 
The Fairy's mossy altar is o'erthrown. 

Despoiled, forgotten lies the Druids' shrine, 
All Little Folks from meadows green have flown, 

Their luring lamps no more in dark ways shine. 
Titania's reign is o'er ! her halls strew earth. 

And Oberon's horn has blown its latest spell; 
Not in green covert, nor by Christmas hearth. 

Does Robin Goodfellow his stories tell. 
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On the bat's back no moonlit Ariel flies, 

No Kelpies hold drowned lovers by the hair; 
From founts and rills no charm-called spirits rise 

When beldames seek the necromancer's lair. 
At summer's dawn no more do jocund Fays 

Fill their dew goblets on the glistening green ; 
No longer sparkling through the starry haze 

Mab's spangled court with Bannered pomp is seen. 
No shadowy forms of intermingling hosts 

Fight on the mountain's height at fall of eve, 

From tarn or barrow rise no mail-clad ghosts, 

No white-veiled shapes down gloomy cloisters 
grieve. — 

No wizard's wand releases captive sprites. 

No busy Pixie sings in earthy cell, 
No airy voices fill the summer nights. 

No Erl King wields enchantment's cruel spell. 

The Wild Hunt's hill has lost its cloudy charm, 

. No elfln smith shoes horses underground, 

From lake no sword is waved by gleaming arm, 

No grey Gnomes delve where yellow wealth is 
found; 

No glittering knights prick by on prancing steeds. 
Bold rescuers of fair virgins kept forlorn 

In dragoned hold, where hungry ogre feeds, 

' While scorcerers laugh with loud malignant scorn. 

'No stripling's art outwits the giant's strength. 
No helpful plant rears ladders to the skies, 

No flying horse, no worm of wondrous length. 



154 THE IDEAL. 

No gentle beast that wins sweet maiden's prize. 
No spinster lone, no fairy coach and six, 

No church-yard revels, and no magic books, 
No talking trees, no Goblin's cunning tricks. 

No wicked witches stopped by running brooks, 
No wondrous boots, that take portentious strides. 

No doughty Dwarf, no Christian champions brave, 
No bearded Soldan hiding murdered brides, 

No sailor's loadstone isle, or diamond cave. 
No snowy swans protect deserted maids, 

No ghostly hounds chase wintry midnight herds, 
No gallant prince fair sleeper's hall invades. 

No orphan babes are buried by good birds. 
No little red cloak dame by wolf devoured. 

No arnibd Elves, no Pucks, no tricky Sprite ; 
No Sylphs, no Fays in flowery bells embowered. 

No dances round the mushroom ring by night. — 
Ah me ! the pleasant stories — tales of youth ! 

Good wondrous myth ! fair innocent romance ! 
Like children frightened in their harmless ruth. 

Have hid away from Facts' relentless glance. 
Gone the last bard who sang of fairy lore, 

Kind hearted bard, whose sweet poetic knells. 
Telling of sickness and diminished store. 

Rang through the jingle of his jester's bells. 
Yet in our hearts the Ideal lingers still, 

Hid 'neath the dust of manhood's sordid strife. 
And ever and anon 'twill softly fill 

Our quiet time with strains of brighter life. 



SPRING FLOWERS, 155 



SPRING FLOWERS. 

How pleasant are the silent woods 

In a budding day of spring, 
When spread around us lie the broods 

That the sun and showers bring; 

Sweet broods that rise from out the earth when the 
birds begin to sing. 

Sweet broods of many a varied form 

And many a varied hue, 
Translucent white, and crimson warm, 

Pale gold, and heavenly blue; 

The rainbow tints that o'er the land the Hand of 
God doth strew. 

How verdant is the teeming earth, 

The moss how soft a bed, — 
A cradle suited to the birth 

Of tender things that hang the head; 

Young flowerets by the blessed light and midnight 
dewdrops fed. 

A voice has called the sunny day 

In whispers 'mid the boughs overhead, 
And they who in the cold earth lay 

Heard what these gentle whispers said, 

And rose from out the slumbrous night from the 
dwellings of the dead. 
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O heart of mine ! that voice doth pass 

Over thy gone life's wintry bed, 
But no young bud awakes; alas ! 

Thy seeds of hope are withered ; 

Call yet again sweet voice, perhaps they sleep and 
are not dead. 

. Ah, no ! they nevermore will rise ! 

The flowers of life bloom not again. 

Though loving hearts and tearful eyes 

Beam warming light — shed nurturing rain ; 

Tis only in our early spring that tliese fall not in 
vain. 

The guileless thoughts, the sinless hours. 
The faith, the mirth of childhood's days, — 

These are of life the tender flowers ; 

O soul of mine ! I prithee say. 

When looking up the vale of years, se'est any in 
the way ? 

Age has its frosts, as hath the year, 

And winters fall upon the heart; 
The winds of penury and fear. 

Sickness, and sorrow's freezing smart. 

Killing the lingering leaves of joy with Griefs 
remorseless dart. 

Then let me wait the only spring 

That heart of mine can ever know, 
When wakening voices sweetly sing 

And heavenly flowers for ever blow. 

O weary days of wintry life, when will that spring's 
glad clarion blow ! 
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THE SPIRITS OF SPRING. 

From the ice bound caves 
The Wind has rushed out, 
His breath, like the route 
Of tempest struck waves, 
Has scattered the clouds that floated about. 

The white ships of the sky 

On the ocean of heaven 

Have been wrecked — they are riven, 
In fragments they lie 
On the hills, by the wild winter driven. 

The Old Year has gone 
To his rest in eternity ; 
Ah me ! how speedily 
His race has been run. 
Time has devoured him greedily. 

He died when the gale 

O'er woodlands was ringing 
Their death knell, and flinging 

Tom leaves down the vale 
That in vain to the old trees were clinging. 

In the grave of his fathers 
December is laid; 
His cerecloth was made 
Of the snowdrifts day gathers 
When the frost in storm clouds is arrayed, 
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And white January 
His sexton has been. 
Starry nights and their queen 
Did the old man he carry 
To his home 'mid the icicles' sheen. 

Then February uprose 
And made moan for the dead, 
But his young spirit fled 

To the grave 'neath the snows 
Ere the time to each month allotted. 

Then came March, who did howl 
With voice loud and hollow. 
Meek April did follow, 
But she, oh, poor soul ! 
Passed away in the tears of her sorrow. 

Then sweet May was seen, 
With a smile and a tear, 
Strewing over his bier 
The first offerings of green 
For the good, unforgotten Old Year. — 

We come ! lo, we come ! 

For the Great Sun has shone ; 

He has riven the zone 
That encircled our home 
Like a girdle of glittering stone. 
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Our master and lord ! 

He bids us come forth ; 

In ice caves of the north 
We can hear his good word, 
We can feel all his power and worth. 

On plain, valley, and hill, 
At his bidding we 'light. 
And his kiss of delight 
Through the earth sends a thrill — 
The first flush of his tremulous might. 

It floats on the streams 

Of his air woven charms; 

Life quickens and warms 
At the touch of his beams 
Like the thrill of a loving one's arms. 

We are the spirits. 

The sun's maidens to earth, 

Who attend on the birth 
Of flower that inherits 
Pastures of plenty, or regions of dearth. 

Through the glittering sea 

Of morn's early light. 

When it chases the night 
And makes all the stars flee. 
On pinions of beauty we take our flight. 
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See ! the young earth has blushed, 

For the green year upsprings, 

And the golden air rings 
With sweet voices long hushed; 
Winter has fled at the sound of our wings. 

Where his shadow lay dark 

Now the buds ope their eyes. 

Through the clear morning skies 
Floats the song of the lark, 
Our herald who calls when the south winds arise. 

Alas ! we cannot stay ; 

Violets are dying. 

Snowdrops are lying 
Shrunk 'mid the offerings of May ; 
Summer is coming, we must be hieing 

To pleasanter bowers 

Where the clouds linger still. 

Where no draughts ever kill 
With fierce breath the young flowers, 
But soft nursing night dews white curtain the hill. 

Hark ! earth's young have cried, — 

They're waiting for us. 

And we, ever thus 
When the Old Year has died, 
Upspring to the call of our Sun Glorious. 
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SUMMER. 

A DIRGE. 

The beautiful summer is dead, 

With her sunshine and mirth ; 
Quickly ! oh daintily spread 

A mist-pall o'er the earth 

O ye heavens, which pityingly look 

On those by Death parted, 
On those whose delights we partook 

Ere they left us sore hearted. 

The air is deserted of voice. 

The glades of sweet flowers. 
The mountains no longer rejoice. 

Sad and dark the vale's bowers. 

She is gone ! she is dead ! the beloved ! 

And the world has grown cold ; 
The meads where we pleasantly roved 

Are now rain-soddened mould. 

Come quickly white hand-maid of snow ! 

Weave a wreath round her head; 
Oh would it were pure as her brow, 

Or her spirit that's fled ! 

M 



i62 SUMMER. 

Weep ! weep ! O thou tear-laden sky, 

For the fair hands that drest 
Thee in garments of brilliancy lie 

Folded over her breast 

Helpless and cold. Ah ! nevermore 
Will they clothe thee in bloom 

Mother Earth. She is gone ! Life is o'er ! 
Shroud thy visage in gloom. 

Bright morns have departed ! Thy eves 

Linger sombre and drear ! 
Weird wailings of winds and dead leaves 

Ring her knell in thine ear. 

In vain we look out at the East, 
Where her voice called the sun ; 

The joy of his coming has ceased. 
For her calling is done. 

The moon made the night a delight 

When she shared in its beam, 
But now its dark shadows affright ; 

We shrink from its gleam. 

Grieve ! grieve ! O thou swift-footed rill. 

For the warm heart is cold ; 
Keen frosts will descend from the hill. 

Icy chains round thee fold. 
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Her hand was aye gentle and kind, 

And her voice sweetly low ; 
Her soft breath betempered the wind 

Where the young blossoms grow. 

Make moan, O thou parentless bird ! 

For thy home is laid bare; 
Glad trees budded forth at her word 

To o'ershade it with care. 

Wrap thy mourning around thee, O Earth, 

Robe of rain-blinded light; 
How priceless her beauty and worth 

And her smile. Oh how bright ! 

She is gone ! the beloved, she is gone ! 

The winds are all sighing; 
Oh would that our days were now done, — 

With her in death lying. 

O beautiful summer come back 

With thy sunshine and bloom ; 
She is coming ! she answers ! alack, 

Tis a voice from the tomb. 

A voice that is plaintively crying 

To call us away 
To the land where no summers are dying, 

But the sun shines alway. 
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AUTUMN. 

A DIRGE 

Alas, the melancholy days ! 

The dim-eyed days of fading time ! 
AH blurred and grey the fog light plays 

Across the tufts of crispbd rime. 

Alas, the melancholy days ! 

Dear Autumn, thou art smitten sore ! 
Joy has fled thy pleasant ways, 

The song of birds is heard no more. 

Autumn dear, I see thy bier 
Building afar in northern lands; 

1 see thy shroud, white fringed and sear, 
Bom hitherward by icy hands. 

And now, how shrunk are all the flowers ; 

How desolate the mountains show; 
The sun is dead, the orphaned hours 

Pass slowly by in garbs of woe. 
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And weeping goes the widowed noon, 
With all her children hurried forth ; 

Dear Autumn, thou wilt follow soon. 
Called by that herald of the north. 

Lo where he comes ! the wintry fiend, 
With scourge of death and fell disease; 

In vain thy dearest ones are screened, 
In vain they shun the hands that freeze. 

For he is strong, and they must go. 

He touches sharply herb and tree, 
Painting their leaves, until they show 

Like summer hues, in mockery. 

The sad forerunners of the tomb. 

The hectic flush of threatening death, 

The fruit that bears a brighter bloom 
What time the worm is born beneath. 

O call not now for Summer's aid. 

That mother dear is in her grave; 
E'en if she heard where she is laid 

Her arm is impotent to save. 

Ah me ! the grizzly shade at last 

Draws his dark veil o'er Autumn's head ; 

White tears from heaven are falling fast, 
Cold winds make moan about her bed. 
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For now beneath the sheltering ground 
The days have laid their love at rest, 

With darkness like the night enwound, 
And all the silence of the blest. — 

Oh do not weep ! she doth but sleep; 

The sun will hasten soon this way, 
And from her grave he will upleap, 

Clothed in the beauties of his ray. 

Winter is but the nursing night 

Wherein the wearied seasons dream ; 

Why should they fear to lose the light, — 
Is there no morn — no waking beam ? 

Hark ! hark ! I hear, subdued, yet clear, 
Around, above, life's clarion blow; 

O Autumn dear, canst thou not hear. 
When thou art sleeping neath the snow, 

The south-west wind's uplifted horn 
Calling the dead, — see ! see ! they rise ; 

Behold the laughing spring is born. 
And Autumn looks from out his eyes. 
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THE COMET. 

Flashing among the stars, like an archangel's sword, 

The warning beacon lights the midnight sky 
And fills the world with awe, as when the Lord 

In anger lifts His mighty arm on high 
To smite the nations and lay low the proud. 

So o'er Arauna's threshing floor it waved — 
But who on bended knee has meekly bowed. 

And pardon from its mighty wielder craved ? 
Have we not cause to fear such visitant. 

When War's flame-breathing coursers madly run, 
Trampling the reeking earth, until they pant 

Exhausted with the havoc they have done ? 
The smoke of carnage has gone up on high, — 

A heavy canopy of lurid cloud; 
The setting sun looked bloody in the sky. 

Like dying warrior in his gory shroud; 
The moans of murdered multitudes are heard ; 

The orphan and the wioow cry to heaven ; 
Where are the hearts by such great sorrow stirred, 

And where the helping hand in pity given ? 
The breath of callousness has chilled men's souls ; 

Ensanguined vice sits on the thrones of kings; 
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Wanf s crushing chariot o'er the people rolls, 

While cruelty hails the misery it brings. 
Are not such deeds enough to make us fear 

The fiery threatenings of a Risen Lord ? 
Should we not tremble when we see appear 

In the dark night the gleaming of His sword ? 
'Tis better not to think it comes in wrath : 

God deals no more in vengeance with mankind ; 
His ways now lead us by the palmy path, 

Where mercy's gentle waters ever wind. 
We'll think it comes to show how far removed 

Are we from all that's holy, good, and great 
That He displays His Powers to be loved, 

And not as tokens of revengeful fate. 
See how it trembles, yet forbears to fall ; 

Do we thus hold the weapons we possess ? 
Man draws the sword that he may man enthral. 

But God to fill the sky with loveliness. 
It comes no more to terrify the world; 

We'll think that sword is drawn to guard our souls. 
When through the realms of desolation hurled 

Death carries us in darkness to our goals; 
Like that which flamed about the gate 

Enclosing all that once was pure and best. 
When man, expelled, went forth disconsolate, 

To find some other Garden of the Blest. 
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Or it may come to warn us, when too bold 

We tread life's evil way with hasty foot, 
Like the rash seer, whose eyes could not behold 

The threatening glaive that stopped the beaten brute. 
Open our eyes, bright angel, till we see 

Not idle terrors, but a faithful Friend 
Who leads us on through all eternity, 

Whose love ne'er tires, Whose mercies never end. 
Hail Friend of night ! no more a chastening rod, 

But Banner of the Holy Citadel, 
Where we, when life's red battlefield is trod 

With the Great Victor may for ever dwell. 
Oriflamme of cloudy incense springing 

From off the Golden Altar by the Throne displayed, 
Where radiant multitudes His praise are singing; 

Where the Great Sacrifice is ever made. 
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THE METEORS. 

With lightening's speed the marshalled hosts of heaven 
Have passed across the sky. Awe-struck we turn 

To meet earth's daily toil, in mercy given, 

That we for heavenly rest more eagerly may yearn. 

They came from out the vault where the stars shine 
Trembling at their own glory, while the night, 

Moved by the breathings of a Soul Divine, 
Seemed all alive with palpitating light. 

What may they be ? for each one bore a flame 
About its head, and trailed a glory at its feet, 

Like a deep swimmer of lit seas. They came 
Flashing their signal lights as if to greet 

Our old world in its journey across space; 

Like ships, which intercourse of land recal 
At midnight on the ocean's curtained face. 

Then fade away beneath its shadowy pall. 

But bearing with them many a strengthened will, 
And hearts fresh cheered by having others met. 

Bound, like themselves, a purpose to fulfil 

On life's dark sea, with hope's strong canvass set. 
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But where the port ? Ah ! who can tell us where 
Or when their wondrous voyage will be done ? 

For weary years to cleave the icy air, 

Or find a home in some fierce burning sun ? 

Are they the fragments of a shattered world, 
Charged with the dust of dead humanity, 

In painful round through restless regions whirled, 
Til winnowed of their life's impurity ? 

Perchance they hailed our sleeping globe to show 
That it, like them, may perish and decay. 

Or only smiled, as solaced in their woe 
To find an old companion on the way ? 

Each year they pass us by, swift messengers 
Sent on a mission across boundless space. 

Maybe to check an orbit when it errs. 
Or the first outline of a sphere to trace ? 

And through the brooding chaos breathe existence, 
Calling fresh life from out the wrecks of old. 

Shaping and moulding the first buds of sense. 
Which long maturing ages shall unfold 

Despite the shifts and change of troubled time, 

'Til they to perfect excellence attain; 
A world replete with intellect sublime. 

The last great product of a shapeless grain. 
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Perchance an army going forth to wage 
War with some power of evil far away, 

When it would sow a young world's tender age 
With poisonous seed, to bear disastrous sway. 

Or reapers sent the harvest to begin, 

The wheat and tares with equal hand to cull, 

When the Great Husbandman doth gather in 
The living crops whose ears are ripe and full 

In some far solitude, where rolls unknown 
A world grown hoary in its numbered days; 

Unheard by us its summon may be blown, 
Unseen by us may fade its latest rays. 

Were they the hosts who whilom stayed their flight 
To tell the watchful shepherds of the plain. 

In words of comfort filling the hushed night, 

How One on earth had then commenced His reign. 

Or earlier still the shining ones who clomb 
The vision ed ladder where the patriarch lay. 

To show the sleeper that a better home 
Was in his reach on life's deserted way. 

So year by year about the heavens they run. 
Singing such strains our ears have never heard ; 

Anthems which rose before earth's life begun, 
Rich melodies beyond all spoken word. 

Jehovah's messengers. His flames of fire. 
His morning stars that shout aloud for joy. 

And in their Hallelujahs never tire. 

Lauding the blessedness of God's employ. 
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A VISION OF SIN. 

The wintry winds are out, with voices shrill 
Driving the snow-drifts over vale and hill ; 
Through the hoarse night X hear the torn trees call 
In hollow tones, as when the earth-clods fall. 
Solemnly rumbling in some new-dug grave; 
And we, O Mother Earth, thy orphans, crave 
Surcease from pain for those who find their rest 
In the death chambers of thy silent breast. 
Thick whirls the mist, and through the murky damp 
Blinks the faint glimmer of my waning lamp. 
Flecking the wall with waving gleams of light — 
They move like restless shapes before my sight, 
'Til from the depths of my o'ertroubled brain 
Rise thoughts I strive to shun, alas ! in vain. 
Oh ! dismal sight ! see ! how with solemn sound 
Repulsive phantoms from the dark profound 
Of buried years float up; — pale sheeted dead, 
Crimsoned with shreds of sins unnumberM, 
In secret done, to scare my fainting heart; 
Avaunt, sad ghosts ! unhappy souls, depart ! 
Companions in pollution, show no more 
The alluring gestures and the forms ye bore 
In those degraded hours ! cover them o'er ! 
They are not sights which eye should ever see ! 
I pray you keep away; or, if it be 
That in the night you must revisit me. 
Come with repentant speech, with saddened mien. 
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With folded hands, lamenting what has been; 
In garb which no foul stain of evil bears, 

But whitely pure, and washed with bleaching tears, 

Tears that pour down from penitential eye 

When pride is crushed and hearts in grief-pangs cry. 

It is more meet such seemly guise to wear 

Than flaunting robes and thick dishevelled hair. 

With wicked meaning glance and wanton play 

Mocking my feeble limbs, my tresses grey ! 

Age's dim sight and hoary head should be 

From lewd intrusions and enticements free. 

Oh ! haunt me not with fascinating stare. 

Waking the past, whose torturing memories are 

The avengers of misdeeds ! The bad days died ! 

Not so ! Ah, smile not thus ! In pity hide 

Sights I should see no more. How thick they come, 

The swift winged hosts of Sin's prolific home, 

Looking most real; visions of hidden crime 

As fresh in aspect as in that dark time 

When days were hateful, and the covered nights 

Grew doubly dark with our impure delights ! 

Depraved companions, now abhored, begone ! 

The hours are dreary, and my life is lone. 

And I would know no more what I have known. 

Oh ! press not near ! I stand beside my grave ! 

Give me not back caresses I once gave — 

Enticing looks, the rounded arms that wave. 

Brows deadly pale, with hectic colored cheek. 

The thin red lips that smile, yet never speak. 

But slowly ope, and gleaming teeth appear. — 
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Nay, touch me not ! unhallowed hands forbear ! 
Keep back that mouth, nor blind me with thine hair. 

lustrous eyes ! what lurid furnace glows 
Molten beneath their lids ! now hurried flows 
Age's thin blood along each trembling limb. 
Throbbing and fevered; now my sight grows dim; 

1 faint ! I sink ! all things around me swim ! 

^^ S|C «)« #|C «l« 

O welcome morn ! quick, o'er yon eastern hill, 
Pierce the thick gloom, and bid the winds be still. 
Hush ! the low mutterings of the stormy night 
Are passing by, and now the early light 
Has caught the fleeing clouds and turned to gold 
The thunder's wrack; so o'er my soul has rolled 
In wild turmoil the Tempter's fearful power. 

blessed Light ! when in unguarded hour 

Sin's tempests fall thy cheering effluence pour ! 

Awake ! arise my Soul ! it comes no more. 

*f 'P V ^» # 

Through all that loathsome time my childhood's face 
Had looked upon me with a gaze intense 
Of sorrowing eyes, that asked me why Disgrace 
Without a cause had stabbed its Innocence; 

1 looked, and lo ! streaking its fair young skin, 

A gash that bled, showed where my hands had been ; 
Then to my heart those pitiful eyes went in 
And bred remorse surpassing that of Sin; 
For Trust betrayed, and Love that is forgot, 
Are fire unquenched, and worm that dieth not. 
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Ah ! the hours are very dreary, 

For the cares of life come round 
With a constancy full weary, 

With monotony profound. 
Will they cease ? Will toil be over 

Ere the mind grow sick of life ? — 
Ere it seeketh to discover 

A short road from out the strife ?— 
Make an end of all its trouble 

With a swift and sudden blow. 
Shattered like a fragile bubble 

On the ocean^s ebb and flow; 
Into air the unexplored, 

Will the fragile bubble fade ? — 
Aye, 'tis air, but thickly stored 

With the doubts that make afraid; 
Better toss about life's ocean 

On the ebb and flow of years, — 
Bravely meet its wild commotion, 

Battle with its cloudy fears; 
'Mid its turmoil wander, groping 
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For a Guide amid the dark, 
Lost in mist, yet bravely hoping 

At daybreak to find an ark. 
Find an Ark, and then be landed 

On the better Ararat; V 

See the bow of Love expanded 

Where the cloudy trouble sat; 
Ararat can be discovered 

Only after flood and rain, 
When the gentle Dove has hovered 

O'er a clear and tranquil main. 
Not by sudden bound we scale it, 

Not by fierce assaults 'tis won, 
But in calm and peace we hail it 

When the storms of life are done. 
There the hours are never dreary, 

There kind labour brings sweet rest, 
There no hearts grow ever weary, 

There the thankful souls are blest. 




N 
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FROM CHRISTMAS TO EASTER. 

Great was the joy when in the prison tomb 

News that the Saviour Boy to the lost world had come : 

Crept through the crannies of Earth to the ears of 
the dead. 

Greatly rejoiced all who lay sleeping there; 

And the crowd, many voiced, up through the frosty air 

Sent thanksgiving and praise to the Might overhead. 

Long lay they there, 'til came the cruel time 
When He should meekly hear — die ! for earth's heavy 
crime. 
And so lastingly shatter the grave's prison bars. 
Then the still dead, by the shaking world waked, 
Rose from their rest to treiad frightened Earth as it 
quaked 
In a darkness surpassing a midnight without stars. 






Hark! what sad cries through the grey mist of night 
From the cold ground arise — filling with sore affright 
Those who in silence and sorrow are wandering 
near — 
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Low wailings come, where in sepulchral ground, 
Laid in their narrow home, long shrouded and bound. 
All the meek dead have kept watch since the birth 
of the year. — 

Watched in their graves have the long buried dead. 
Waiting the Day that saves — so old prophets have said. 
Writ in the volume of lore of the long vanished 
past — 
The Day of His death — the Day of His Peace, 

At Whose all-hallowed Name sorrow and sin should 
cease. 

And the Eyes of Great Pity arise and be over us cast. 

Thus, evermore, when the season comes round. 
Shakes each grave's prison door, and the midnight 
profound 
Is filled with a voice of lamenting and sorrowful 
cries. 
From Good Friday eve 'til Easter Day dawn 
Do the buried ones grieve ; then the bolts are withdrawn, 
And the Souls of the Righteous come forth and 
ascend to the skies. 
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NIGHT. 

What time the shepherd moon doth keep 

Guard o'er the flecked clouds that lie 
Like mottled flocks of fleecy sheep 

In the blue pastures of the sky, 
Lest boisterous winds from off the deep 

Should blow their stormy horns and scare 
The stillness of the midnight sleep, 

And make the heavenly pastures bare. 
He watchfully goes moving on 

Amid the forms of slumbering cloud. 
Shedding the light of Love upon 

The humblest one before him bowed. 
Then yearns my spirit to'ards that form 

Which ghost-like glides along the sky, 
Until my inmost soul grows warm 

With thoughts of One Who lives on high;- 
Of One Who shepherd like, unseen, 

Moves 'mid the clouds that fill the mind, 
Shedding from heaven His glorious sheen. 

And making light the dark and blind. 
Oh ! far behind yon icy globe. 

Beyond the depths of that dark space. 
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I catch the shining of His robe, 

The glitter of His crown I trace. 
Around, above, in myriad specks 

The jewels of that crown I see; 
All the vast dome of heaven it decks, 

And fills the blue immensity. 
Too great, surpassing human thought. 

The mind reels fainting at the sight; 
O moon ! O skies ! how ye are fraught. 

How wonderful art thou O night ! 
How insignificant art thou 

O idle dreamer on the earth; 
Whpse transient life can never know 

The secret of its death or birth. 
A grain upon a rolling world, 

A helpless atom on its course, 
'Mid realms of desolation hurled. 

Yet guided by resistless force. 
A moth, to whom an hour seems 

A long expanse of busy days. 
Who thinks it lives in deathless beams 

When seeing but a twilight haze; 
Who measures space by half a span. 

Eternity by ending days. 
And of the vast unknown — the plan 

By the small round he now surveys. 
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Crouch down O heart, The Power is nigh 

That guides thee through yon sounding space, 
The Shepherd of the midnight sky 

Holds in His Hand thy dwelling place. 
Lie still O soul before the strength 

Of Him Who leads those shining orbs. 
Who fills all height, all depth, all length; 

Who time and space alike absorbs. 
Too great for thought, but not for love. 

Most gentle, yet how grand ! 
He rules with might the worlds above. 

And nourishes this grain of sand. 
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WEARINESS. 

Idle ! idle ! oh the days 

That pass away and leave no mark ! 
The shrouded nights, where fancy plays, 

The shining noons, where life is dark. 
Reversed the end of being seems; 

The time of toil is that of sleep; 
The hours made for rest and dreams 

Are those which it doth busiest keep. 
So life goes by in useless mood; 

When it is o'er will work begin, 
And will it then descern the good 

Laborious days alone could win ? 
Too late such final knowledge comes. 

Death's shadowy bourne is ne'er recrost, 
And once shut fast in earthy homes 

'Tis vain to weep for moments lost. 
At times I strive to cheat the hours 

With promise of approaching work; 
It comes, but some allurement lowers. 

And the appointed task I shirk. 
An evil vision comes and flings 

A quaint device along my way. 
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I Strive to move, the movement brings 

Bewilderment that leads astray. 
Filmy become my cheated eyes 

And fretful grows my powerless soul, 
Until, overmastered, it defies 

The bounds of reason's calm control. 
Then see how meteor fires blaze 

When the clear light of heaven is gone, 
What laughter fills the murky ways 

Where staggers the bewildered one. 
Oh, a fair thing is pure-eyed Hope ! 

She who sits in the azure field; 
But rarely do earth's vapours ope 

To show the shrine they keep concealed. 
Hers is no phantom fire that lures 

Men to ambition's giddy height. 
But the bright Day Spring that ensures 

To seeking souls enduring light. — 
Rest to the aching hearts of those 

Who prayerful watch in troubled time, 
Who, passing through life's fiery throes. 

Rise purified in realms sublime. 
Oh ! Dreamer with the open eyes, 

Wake and look up ere life be fled I 
The golden present quickly flies, 

'Tis found no more among the dead. 
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THE INFANTICIDE. 

The moving moon looks o'er the trees, 
Ah me ! the leaves are all a tremble, 

And like a swarm of golden bees. 
The restless stars assemble. 

The birds are silent one and all, 
And not an insect stirs the mosses; 

The streamlet seems afraid to fall, 
And noiseless are the drops it tosses. 

A fearful thing comes o^er the land, 

Its thin white garments wave and flutter. 

It passes on with folded hand, 

And hueless lips that quickly mutter. 

Its eyes are fixed and very large. 
And eagerly it stoops and gazes 

Far down beneath the streamlet's marge 
Where ripples swim in moonlit mazes. 

A little child lies 'neath the reeds, — 

It never stirs nor utters cry. 
Oh ! mother sad, thy bosom bleeds ; 

Oh ! mother sad, thine eyes are dry. 
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I Strive to move, the movement brings 

Bewilderment that leads astray. 
Filmy become my cheated eyes 

And fretful grows my powerless soul, 
Until, overmastered, it defies 

The bounds of reason's calm control. 
Then see how meteor fires blaze 

When the clear light of heaven is gone, 
What laughter fills the murky ways 

Where staggers the bewildered one. 
Oh, a fair thing is pure-eyed Hope ! 

She who sits in the azure field; 
But rarely do earth's vapours ope 

To show the shrine they keep concealed. 
Hers is no phantom fire that lures 

Men to ambition's giddy height. 
But the bright Day Spring that ensures 

To seeking souls enduring light. — 
Rest to the aching hearts of those 

Who prayerful watch in troubled time. 
Who, passing through life's fiery throes, 

Rise purified in realms sublime. 
Oh ! Dreamer with the open eyes, 

Wake and look up ere life be fled ! 
The golden present quickly flies, 

'Tis found no more among the dead. 
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The moving moon looks o'er the trees, 
Ah me ! the leaves are all a tremble, 

And like a swarm of golden bees, 
The restless stars assemble. 

The birds are silent one and all. 
And not an insect stirs the mosses ; 

The streamlet seems afraid to fall, 
And noiseless are the drops it tosses. 

A fearful thing comes o'er the land. 

Its thin white garments wave and flutter, 

It passes on with folded hand, 

And hueless lips that quickly mutter. 

Its eyes are fixed and very large, 
And eagerly it stoops and gazes 

Far down beneath the streamlet's marge 
Where ripples swim in moonlit mazes. 

A little child lies 'neath the reeds, — 

It never stirs nor utters cry. 
Oh ! mother sad, thy bosom bleeds ; 

Oh ! mother sad, thine eyes are dry. 
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The midnight chimes ring o'er the meads, 
The breeze goes laden with a sigh; 

A low voice calls — she then recedes 
With looks that seek the starry sky. 

The moon bathes all the graves in light; 

By one a winged angel stands, 
He lifts the stone, a form in white 

Goes slowly down with folded hands. 

Hush ! who shall say what she has done. 
Or who can say what she may be ? 

She and her child, I ween, were one ; 
There was a third, — but wnere is he ? 
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THE POLES. 

How sharp the wintry sleet and rain ! 

Ah me ! but wintry hearts are worse; 
Hope would not die if hearts felt pain, 

But numbness kills it like a curse. 
The freezing seasons can be fought, 

The combat wakes a healthful glow; 
But love's most ardent fire warms not 

Hearts that are cold as driven snow. 
Winter in ice confines the flood, 

The sun will set the waters free, 
But nevermore will icy blood 

Life's springtime or a summer see. 
The rolling earth has frozen poles. 

And it has zones of boundless heat, 
And human frames hold icy souls, 

And souls with fire of love replete ; 
And as one pole attracts the steel 

While one repels the glittering ore, 
So to some souls we turn and kneel 

But shrink from others more and more. 
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TO THE MOON. 

Her eyes look on thee — from afar she sees thy face, 
Dost thou see hers ? her thoughts — her soul ? What 

canst thou trace 
Written upon the pearly tablets of her mind ? 
Canst thou discern them, and dost thou therein find 
Remembrances of me ? If so, be mirror to that scroll, 
And from thy face reflect those records of her soul 
In all their holy light; adown thy white beams roll 
To me each earnest thought, each wish that she doth 

send 
Up to thy world all winged with love, as to a friend. 
I prithee, Moon, disburden every gentle word. 
And all the hopes the lady of my love has poured 
With trusting hand into thy lap, O Queen of Night ! 
Thou canst not selfishly retain so sweet a freight 
And not unload a little portion for my heart; 
Hoard not such envied bliss, but give to me a part 
To cheer the night and make the weary hours flee, 

Glad with the knowledge that she is thinking now 

of me. 
Out of thy hollow breast send softly back her voice, 
O caverned Moon ! and let me once again rejoice 
In that remembered tone; the very earth and sky 
Will surely brighten when they hear the sound go by. 
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Oh 1 share with me the virtues that in thee repose ! 
The prayers of my dear love, her hopes, her joys, her 
woes. 

Do they not light thine orb and make it clearer shine 
With rays we deem scarce less than Love Divine ? 
Thou wouldst be dim, O Moon ! if it were not for her; 
How sad thy face would be did not her beauty stir 

The smouldering embers of thine orb and make them 

rise. 
To fill with happy beams the waste of starry skies. 

Yes 1 she is looking on thee ! see ! fresh splendours 
glow 

From out thy world — they come again ! I know 1 
I know ! 

She looks upon thee now ! — and now doth think of me. 

O friend of night ! sweet Moon ! I gladly share with 

thee 
Such perfect joy, but pray thee on thy white rays bear 
To her my fondest love, my hopes, my thoughts, my 

prayer, 
Wafting on silvery beams, through realms of happier 

space. 
The burthen of my soul to that dear home of grace. 
Depository of our loves, lock up no more 
From our impatient hearts the gems we most adore. 
But ope thy treasure house, and freely on us pour, 
Through the wide air of night, the glories of that store. 
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NIGHT SOUNDS. . 

Why is the midnight ever filled with sound ? 

In the dead hush and stillness of that hour 
Strange whispers move in air and underground. 

Is it their tenants whose thin voices pour 
The song of life o'er waters, skies, and hills ? 

At such a time, from land and ocean comes 
A breathing of sweet melody, that fills 

The listening void, as when a wild bee hums 
In summer's drowsy afternoon, and makes 

The Dreamer wonder what it is he hears ; 

Or turning of the water wheel that shakes 

The neighbouring bank, while the dim twilight 
bears 

Rather the tremor than the sound it makes ; 

Or intermittent rumbling of some train 
That sinks to rest afar and then awakes 

Curtained by hill, or seen on opening plain ; 
May it not be at such a time we hear 

The whirr of worlds careering throughout space ? 
The beating hearts of every hurrying sphere, 

Nature's deep breathing on its endless race ? 
Life's noisy day from our dulled ears conceals 

The sounds that through the vast empyrean roll, 
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Which night alone with its still voice reveals 

In whispered secrets to the listening soul. 
And we look up into the night and deem 

There lie the realms of peace and heavenly rest. 
Alas for us, 'tis but Earth's childhood's dream, 

Begotten of its craving to be blest ; 
For when we look into the tranquil night 

Of icy darkness and of stedfast star, 
Our eyes, by custom trained, see not their flight, — 

Their rushing and their turmoil near and far : 
Bright orbs that wane and flicker and go out, 

The bursts of flame from incandescent globe. 
The jets of subtle smoke that hang about 

The unclad worlds a many-colored robe. 
Nor embryo earths that in white cloud spheres spin; 

Nor meteor torrents, on their broken flow, 
When planets swift go plunging out and in ; 

Nor streaming comets darting to and fro; 
Nor moons like glittering playthings flying round 

The planets on their headlong course, which turn 
By reins invisible, like racers bound 

Around the central suns that fiercely burn. 
Nor see the undulating ether-thrills 

Of light and heat, nor waves electric run. 
Vibrations of the mighty pulse that fills 

With vital force the children of each sun. — 
No atom rests, no particle is still, 
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No death in heaven or earth, without, within : 
Tis one unceasing round which all fulfil; 

They fade and change, but end not nor begin. 
Then where are laid the realms of heavenly rest, 

The glorious city and the shining land. 
Where, our frail frames dissolved, we join the blest^? 

May they not be around us where we stand ? 
Who knows ? We see but little, and our sight 

Full oft is led astray by fond desire, 
And there are always those who claim the right 

To guide their fellow men when they aspire. 
The world is old ! and from its trusting youth 

'T has made its wishes blossom into faith, 
Saying, such faith is an unchanging truth. 

Perceiving not the words God's Nature saith. 
'Tis difficult for us to set aside 

Soul-graven precepts of the early wise. 
And harder still for theologic pride 

To grant an equal glance to alien eyes. 
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A RETROSPECT. 

Can I no more go back 

To the clear hills of purity ? 
Have sin's waves closed the track 

With their overwhelming sea, 
As one who from the sheltering land 

Has wandered on with little care 
Across some undulating sand 

By the low tide laid bare, 
And found that he was then alone, — 

That the returning wave 
Had hid the path — that hope was gone, 

And there were none to save, 
Although he saw the people on the shore, 

And boats all busy in the bay. 
Yet felt that he to them no more 

Could ever cross that flooded way ? 
So o'er the sands of life 

The shining Land of Youth appears. 
When sin and sorrow's angry strife 

Have drowned the intervening years. 
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NIGHT BIRDS. 

They are crying above the calm sea; 

The murdered are lying below; 
But they who the murderers be 

Alone the cries' mysteries know. 
The murdered were frail, and they sleep; 

The murderer is strong, and he laughs; 
But the crying comes up from the deep 

Like the beads in the goblet he quaffs. 
Are these cryings the wail of the dead ? 

Who can tell in the gloom of the night ? 
A mist is spread over their bed. 

But the sounds are like birds in their flighl 
Are they souls which thus hover around. 

Winged like sea birds above the dark wave 
At midnight with pitiful sound. 

Making known the hid things of the grave 
They're the voices of women who sleep 

In climes where men's passions are strong, 
For waters of ocean ne'er keep 

Crimes sunk in their bosom for long. 
Psha ! let the birds fly ! " Drain the bowl ! 

There are others as fair as the dead ! 
What matter a wandering soul, 

So the wants of the body are fed. 
Let them fly ! — sure the waters are deep ; 
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And beneath them the slime oozes thick, 
There creatures of prey swim and creep — 

They have eyes — they have mouths— and are 
quick; 
None have risen from out that dark home, 

Despite rushing tide and strong storm. 
For the sea is a ponderous dome. 

And a subtle grave-digger the worm." 



»i« ji. ^\f ■J, 

•n* »i» '»* ^» 



They are flitting far down the ravine, 

Growing dark with the shadows of eve; 
They are heard in the gloom, but not seen. 

They are wailing like spirits that grieve. 
Round and round in the shadowed abyss. 

On still wings they solemnly fly; 
And they who keep vigil now kiss 

The loved in their arms, lest they die. 
For the sound haunts the air like a fate 

Announcing the coming of woe; 
Some lost one who calls for the mate 

It was parted from ages ago. 
Are we and the birds then akin, 

That the one makes the other afraid ? 
We know not where end or begin 

The links Nature's chainwork has made. 
There* s a soul and a voice throughout earth. 

Sea and heaven are filled with life's breath. 
Is it strange if birds startle our mirth 

Or foretell us the coming of death ? 
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THE ROCK. 

A hoary rock. For many years 
T has braved the fury of the waves, 

And yet its furrowed forehead wears 
A coronet of verdant leaves. 

How stout must be its heart within, 
How fresh and pure its outer life, 

Enduring thus the ceaseless din 
To show the greener for the strife. 

So oft at times on life's rough shore 
There stands a lonely virtuous soul, 

That seems to brighten all the more 
When tides of sorrow o'er it roll — 

One upon whom, whene'er we gaze. 

Our hearts grow strengthened by the sight, 

As weary birds on stormy days 

On the crowned rock arrest their flight, 

To preen their ruffled wings, then bear 
Good thoughts of him where'er they go. 

Blessing the rock firm rooted there 
While beaten sands shift to and fro. 
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THE WIND AND THE BEAM. 

O Drinkers of the Rains and Dews ! 

O thirsty Wind and Beam ! 
Through heavens vaste regions ye diffuse 

Your presence like a dream, 
That in the midnight comes and goes 

Unseen by living eyes, 
Yet on the wakening dreamer throws 

A spell that never dies. 

O Drinkers of the Dews and Rains ! 

The desert knows you well. — 
Once lillied lakes are sterile plains. 

The flowery mead a sandy dell; 
Gaunt shrivelled lands stretch round about, 

The water's strength is gone, — 
The Wind, the Beam's resistless drought 

Have scorched its heart to stone. 

Their fiery might fell on the sea, 

Its spirit upwards fled. 
Despite its arms which uselessly 

Waved o'er its restless head. 
In starry night, in sunny day. 

Unseen but keenly felt. 
Your stealthy fingers drew away 

The drops where life's springs dwelt. 



M 



198 THE WIND AND THE BEAM. 

O subtle roamers of the air ! 

Drink ye our ebbing lives ? 
And do your viewless pinions bear 

The soul that aye survives? 
To drop it on the earth again 

Fresh duties to fulfil, 
As time brings back the quickening rain 

To clothe bare plain and hill. 



GLOOMY WEATHER. 

The shrouded hills loom large and black, 

A cloudy pall hangs down their sides. 
Whose filmy fi-inge of misty wrack 

Waves to and fro on windy tides. 
That ebb and flow about the hills. 

Vague and uncertain seems the air, 
A pause of doubt the vapour stills, 

Then eddies wander here and there. 
But all is hushed and very calm, 

As though some Great One paused overhead, 
And on the mountains laid His Palm 

As through the heavens His presence spread; 
While we beneath His heavy breath 

Go creeping through our darkened ways, 
Unmindful what the vapour saith. 

Unheeding what the heaven displays. 
It is as if upon a glass 

We poured our breath, and 'neath its cloud 
See tiny creatures come and pass 

Among the blurs the mirror showed. 
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Could they be conscious of the Face, 

Or Eye that sees them as they move, 
That Face would seem an endless space, 

That Eye an azure realm above; 
And could we know each little mind. 

And hear each tiny creature's thought, 
'T would make us smile indeed to find 

What varied schemes each brain had wrought 
To furnish forth a form for Him 

Who thus bent o'er them, and then see 
Them tear each other limb from limb 

Because their schemes would not agree. 
Ah me ! this world is very small ! 

And what are they who crawl thereon 
But specks upon a filmy ball 

That bursts in air, and all are gone. 



LINES. 

All things in earth and sky and sea 

Partake our blood, our flesh, and bone; 
Matter, warmth, light, the makers be 

Of newer forms when old are done. 
But not of souls ! Nor air, nor earth 

Produce them with their subtlest lode; 
They always live ! and death and birth 

But mark their changes of abode. 
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IN THE PALM FOREST. 

Beneath the trees, when they make motion, 

The sunlight flickers to and fro; 
Then they cross, as in devotion. 

Their huge arms and bend them low, — 
Bend their heads, and with loud voices 

Sing their weird and ancient hymn, 
Like a people that rejoices 

In some vast cathedral dim. 
Then each leaf joins with its brother 

In the universal praise 
Of Him they've sung to one another 

Through the bright and darksome days. 
How the wind lifts up the sound ! 

How the great wood sways and bends ! 
How the sunbeams on the ground 

Weave a maze that never ends ! 
Listen to the mighty hymnal ! 

What a melody upsprings 
When to the Great Love Eternal 

The Palm Forest bows and sings. 
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NIGHT BY THE SEA. 

Faintly trembling and chill came the breath of the 
west 

As the sun went down 'neath the level main, 
And a shuddering ripple ran o'er the sea's breast 

As a sudden breeze o'er a field of grain. 
Then the waters lay still, for the day was dead. 

But the birds flew wailing across the grey sand ; 
Dull heavy clouds rose like a sheet of lead, 

And slowly moved on to the darkening land. 

Afar, where the day died, with never a sound 

Black waves gathered round and drew nigh to the 
coast 

In long marshalled ranks, with an order profound : 

The calm that strength gives to a conquering host. 
Then the tide followed in to the slumbering land, 

Where the white-fingered ripples were creeping along 
In the wrinkles that furrowed the face of the sand. 

As though feeling the way for the billowy throng. 
But at midnight the dim air began to moan, 

And the slow waves to break with a quicker sound. 
The ripples to splash on the weed- covered stone. 

And in shallowing channels to eddy round; 
Thick gloom and a darkness came over the night, 

Nor ever the moon nor a wan star uprose. 
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But ceaseless in thunder the breakers flashed white 

And shook all the shore with their shattering blows. 
At dawning of day from the land they withdrew. 

And all slowly went out to the distant sea. 
And wrinkled again all the level sand grew, 

And silent the coast, as it used to be. 
Then the east flushed red, and the daylight was bom, 

But the birds still wailed o'er the wakening land. 
For rigid and pallid beneath the new morn 

The dead men lay on the gleaming sand; 



DELILAH. 

He is caught ! and the wicked lips smile 
As she sees how his strength ebbs away ; 

How she won his strong heart with her guile 
And disarmed his suspicions with play. 

She toys with his ringleted hair; 

She weaves it in fanciful bands; 
She learns how his strength centres there. 

And laughs with surprise-lifted hands. 

She laughs ! .Was it echo that ran 
And stirred the rich arras around ? 

The sound seemed the voice of a man. 
With a movement of feet on the ground. 
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She laughs as he slowly moves round 
In his slumber, made restless by pain ; 

She laughs as she harkens the sound, 
For she knows that his moaning is vain. 

They are off ! the rich locks, they are shorn ! 

And the waves of black hair hide her feet; 
In her lap like a child newly born 

Lies the hero who trusted deceit. 

Ah me ! how the sun darkens o'er. 
And the sky is all heavy with tears ! 

But is it the wind makes the roar 
Or the coming of rain that he hears ? 

They are in with wild tumult and rush. 
But the hero lies nerveless and weak; 

Not a word, but his cheeks deeply flush 
With an anguish too bitter to speak. 

The snake whom he nourished has stung, 
And she glides with low hissing away 

When she sees the rude manacles hung 

Round the limbs which she clasped in her play. 

She is gone ! and his home seems a void. 
Though his captors the corridors fill; 

The void is a love that's destroyed 

And the captors are heart griefs that kill. 
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A VISION OF MOSCOW. 

Our cries have woke 

The succouring one, 
Clad in white cloak 

Swift she doth run, 
Blending in smoke 

Of battle-field dun. 
See ! the pale wreath 

Of the snow drift, 
Which with their breath 

Wintry winds lift, 
Showing beneath 

All the sad shrift 
Our foes hereafter 

Shall find in the grave, 
When with great slaughter 

The hosts of the brave 
Come on like the water 

The turbulent wave 
Sends over the strand 

To break 'gainst the wall 
That encircles our land. 

Built of patriots all 
In a firm knitted band. 

Broken, — shattered, — they fall, 
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Like fragments of foam, 

Making white all the shore ; 
For the snow drift has come 

To cover them o'er. 
But see ! round each home 

How ruddy flames pour, 
Til the dark skies 

Lurid have grown 
With the deep dies 

From hamlet and town 
That fiercely uprise 

By eager breaths blown 
Of fathers and sons 

Who kindle the fire 
That hungrily runs 

Stronger and higher 
In vast cloven tongues, 

Licking dome and tall spire ; 
Tongues that appal 

With horrible sound ; 
Voices that call 

On skies to confound. 
On winds to let fall 

Their terrors around. 
On ice to clasp waders 

That they rise not again; 
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To unhorse the raiders 

That flight be in vain; 
And strew the invaders 

On ice-covered plain. 
Frost, Famine, and Fire 
' ! Are goodly allies 

To work out the desire 

Of a land that replies 
With a sword, in its ire, 

To a foe it defies. 
Then blest be the wreath 

Of the succouring snow; 
Blest Famine's cold breath; 

Blest the Fire's fierce glow ; 
Blest doubly the death 

That comes quick to the foe. 
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THE RECREANT. 

The west was all a flood of light 

When the great sun went down, 
While here and there with drowsy flight 

The rooks sailed homeward to'ards the town. 
The night mists crept athwart the sky, 

The ebbing rays went to and fro, 
As though the evening feared to die, 

As though the darkness feared to show. 
Who comes in gloom, so lone, so late, 

A horseman on the level plain ? 
Feeble and flagging in his gait, 

With jaded steed and loosened rein. — 
The fight is o'er, the day is lost, 

The last of all the band is he; 
The craven one who left his post 

In turmoil of the fight to flee. 
All fell, all died, but he alone 

Forsook his comrades in the strife; 
The coward's safety he has won 

Hangs like a burthen on his life. 

Now darkness covers earth and skies : 

'* Are those the village lights I see " ? 
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Around them there are weeping eyes 

And mournful forms on bended knee. 
"Shall I go on and tell them all?" 

Ah me ! how cold the night air comes ; 
Reproachful looks will on me fall, 

And curses from those saddened homes. 
No kith, no kin will own me now, 

The recreant one who fled the fight; 
The mark of Cain is on my brow, 

And they who see it shun the sight. 
O craven heart, the world is dark ! 

Retrace thy steps, the world is wide, 
No eyes are on me now to mark 

Whene'er my footsteps turn aside. 
No eyes ! the night is full of eyes ! 

Forsaken comrades glare around, 
From every bush and tuft they rise, 

And all the air is full of sound. — 
Sound of contempt and sound of woe ; 

Maybe 'tis but some nestling rook ; 
Ah ! see that white form rising now ! 

'Tis but a vapour from the brook. 
What's that upon the night air dim, 

Like something heard in childhood's time ? 
The far off chant of vesper hymn, 

The murmur of the convent's chime. 
How solemn grows the listening land, 
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How tranquil looks the gliding stream : 
They sleep in peace, that slaughtered band, 

But I go wandering like a dream. 
How darkly clear the water shows, 

How greenly calm its bed of weeds ; 
Ah ! who can tell whereto it flows. 

Careering by the shady meads. — 
And now a sudden glory shines, 

Its sparkling waters glance and play; 
Across its face come silver lines, 

But while I look they fade away. 
Dear Lord, how like a blessfed soul 

The moon goes upward from the hill ; 
Sweet soul, I come, — now quickly roll 

Thy waters o'er me, friendly rill. 
How purely fresh the cool depth feels,— 

Ah, woe ! the waves are flames and light, 
Life its forgotten deeds reveals — 

They flash, they fade — 'tis lurid night." — 
A riderless steed at break of day 

Was waiting by the streamlet's shore, 
But to its oft-repeated neigh 

The master answers nevermore. 
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THE ROAD'S END. 

At the road's end I see a grave ! 

Dear Lord, how fearful it appears 1 
Oh ! stretch Thy finger forth and save 

My trembling soul from all its fears. 
Hush, silly heart ! 'tis but the dark 

Like a black veil before thee spread ; 
Look far beyond, where shines that spark, 

Tis there that thou wilt find the dead. 
Fancy that curtain of thick gloom 

To be no more than sombre night, 
And that the grave's a sleeping room 

Where thou must rest till dawns the light 
Dear Lord, how long the midnight seems ! 

How the dark swarms with moving things ! 
Are they realities that pass like dreams, 

Or dreams of unsubstantial things ? 
They are but vapours that arise 

From off the stormy seas of life, 
As mists that blur the sunset skies 

Once formed the spray of noonday strife. 
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Shall I a waking vigil keep 

Until the welcome morning break, 
Or must I slumber in deep sleep 

Until Thy voice bid me awake ? 
" Bide what may come. To thee unknown 

Must be the secrets of that night, 
Whether thy couch be slumber strewn 

Or filled with visions that affright. 
Safe is the house wherein thou sleepest. 

Built by thy Father — used by me. 
With doors firm locked He safely keepeth 

Until Teveill^ sound, the key." 



THE PILGRIM'S HOSTEL. 

After my weary pilgrimage 

I '11 lay me down and sleep 
In the hostel found at life's last stage, 

Which the landlord Death doth keep. 

And there my measured bed will be 
Four long planks and two small. 

Fittingly shaped and lined for me 
In the house that holds us all. 
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About a fathom deep or so 

Twill be securely laid, 
With little that is built for show, 

But strong and simply made. 

A canopy of grass overhead. 

With steadfast earth below, 
Muffling the feared or welcome tread 

Of seeking friend or foe. 

The noisy world may turn about, — 

I shall not hear its tone. 
Be vexed with boisterous pleasure's shout. 

Nor grieved by sorrow's moan. 

The suns may shine, the clouds may come, 
The calms, the storms of life, 

They'll brighten not that sheltered home. 
Nor dim it with their strife. 

Among the sleeping company 

My weary limbs I'll lay. 
And with them all wait patiently 

For the dawning of the day. 

Most speechless is that company 

Where we lie side by side, 
In the silence of humility 

And not of selfish pride. 
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There living things, without a sound 

Will pass our still abode, 
The creeping tenants of the ground 

Taking their upward road. 

The noiseless plants that seek the air. 

The beetle and the worm, 
Gently will move and aye forbear 

To stir their neighbour's form. 

And so. Faith led, my footsteps haste 

To seek that tranquil home. 
Where Death stands waiting for each guest 

Who unto him doth come 

Along life's roadway, faint, footsore. 

To hail him as the friend 
Who ope's for them the hostel's door 

Where all our journeys end. 
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9th OCTOBER. 

Thirty-two years have gone ! I see again 

The well-remembered form — the pale shrunk cheeks, 
The fingers feeling at the counterpane, 

The seeking eyes, whose dying lustre speaks 
More than her accents, murmured forth with pain, 
" What will become — become — of my poor boy " ? 

Then someone moved on tiptoe softly by 
And slowly drew the curtains round the bed ; 

And then I knew I was indeed alone ! 
The silent air grew cold, — it held the dead; 

Gleaming through rain the autumn sunset shone. 

When I recall that melancholy scene. 
And think upon the passing of my days, 

What now I am, and what I might have been, 
Dear I^ord ! how wonderful appear Thy ways ! 

It seems as though I woke from out a dream. 
And through the darkness stretched my eager gaze, 

But nothing saw. I only know I am ; 
Yet fear to move, lest my incautious feet 

In the thick night touch something that will chill 
The pulses of my heart and stop its beat ! 
So in the doubtful gloom 1 41 keep me still. 
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And 'bide the unfolding of the Unknown Will; 
Not with blank apathy, as those who wait 

'Til called life's daily labour to begin, 
But one who watches by the opening gate 

That he the Master's earliest smile may win. 
And serve Him evermore when once received therein. 

That gate is not far off, but wish of mine 
Cannot roll back its bars, — neither can thought 

Brighten the night, or make the day star shine. 
Despite my aims life's changes all are wrought; 
And so my days have been; — mocking my care. 

Things which I hoped not for have come unsought, 
And what I fancied real has proved but empty air; 

I live but in the present; where I see 
Promise of foothold there my feet I'll place. 
And if a Guiding Hand should beckon me 

To further steps, maybe I'll gladly trace 
Before I reach life's end how wise has been 

That Guiding Hand — how good the darksome night 
Which hid the pitfalls on the road to light. 

Since the sad time of that remembered scene. 
And now, who knows how soon I may enact 

That vanished scene ? But who will then be near 
To meet my seeking eyes in their last act ? 

Who keep the memory of the words they hear 

Green through long years with many a freshening 
tear? 
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Who knows? The future is a hidden track; 

We move but blindly in our darkness here, 
Led by the unseen Hand to that which we believe 
The goal of all our aims — the hope of those who 

grieve, — 
Forlorn spectators of the closing scene, who sit 
Before Death's curtain when the weary actors quit 
The garish theatre of melancholy life. 
So let it be ! Earth's plaudits or its strife 

Will never reach us there. 



* 



She is not dead ! She lives again ! and treads 

The household ways in likeness of a child 
Crowned with great glory; one whose presence sheds 

Light from another world on earth's bleak wild, 
Wherein chill age can bask, as in the sun, 
And dream of youth, or that good time to come 
When life, its fruitful season being done, 
Shall bloom afresh in its unfading home. — 
Where'er her footsteps fall glad echoes run 
Along the happy ground, and all the air 
Grows musical when her sweet voice is heard, 
As though it thought the long departed spring 
Had suddenly returned. The old leaves wear 
A brighter hue, with freshened vigour stirred 
When she goes tripping by, as if they felt 
The unseen passing of some holy thing. 
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Thus do the dead return to where they dwelt 
And visit us with altered forms, that bear 
Their likeness in the living; thus we share 
Commune with heaven ; and so we learn to see 
What we to others may hereafter be, 
As I behold what once she was to me. — 

I stand between the living and the dead, 
A failing stem, with rootlets delving earth 

To clasp the mouldering seed, while overhead 
It lifts, 'mid pleasant leaves of later birth, 

A fair young bud— hope of the coming hour ; 
And thus I'll bide 'til The Great Reaper's scythe 

Reaches the stem, and severing root and flower 
He binds me in his everlasting withe. 
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HIC JACET. 

The door of the Mausoleum was open. The gravedi^er 
had converted it into a tool house. The coffins stood on their 
tressels, but some planks had &llen, revealing skulls, bones, 
remnants of finery, dusty and mildewed — one of the tenants 
had been a lady of fashion and fame. A lengthy epitaph made 
known her great virtues, &c., &c 

Vanity of vanities ! 

Powder, patches, paint and grease ! 
Insensate things enacting lies 

Before the antic drama cease. 

The plaything of each fickle wind, 

The butterfly of summer hours 
Is startled in its mirth to find 

How suddenly the darkness lowers. 

The audience vanish, curtains fall, 

And silence fills the empty room; 
It is the drawing of the pall. 

And the stillness of the tomb. 

The scene is changed, the play is played, 

And now the new spectators gaze, 
With folded hands, where lie displayed 

The relics of the famous days. 
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She plays not now. There rings no cheer 

Hailing the favourite of the hour ; 
The lifeless part enacted here 

O'erawes the audience with its power. 

But see what things have wreathed her skull, 

And how their convolutions mock 
The waving of grey hairs; how dull 

The place of eyes; there dead leaves flock, 

And slowly drifting to and fro 

Their intermingling shadows link, 
While spiders' webs like lashes show 

Across them as they feebly blink. 

Not a word, O gleaming teeth ! 

Nothing save a senseless grin ! 
Sure some meaning lurks beneath, 

And the speech will now begin. 

Hush ! be silent ; soon 'twill come, 

Words of wisdom will unroll, 
Revelations of her home, 

And the mysteries of her soul. 

Psha ! 'tis but a falling bone. 

Some creature creeping in the bier, 
Or rustling leaf, whose echoed tone 

In the hollow skull I hear. 
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Was that skull the abode of wit, 
And those teeth the gates of song ? 

And those dusty holes once fit 
To flash the light of life along? 

Poor humanity ! alas ! 

What a woeful change is here ! 
Madam ! when before thy glass 

Did this vision e'er appear ? 

Or could thy beauties so deceive, 

Thy follies hide what thou shouldst know ? 
Making thy cheated mind believe 

Mortality would never show. 

Alas, they did ! O poor blind eyes ! 

How better had thy lifetime been, 
And all thy acts how much more wise 

If thou thy true self, couldst have seen ! 

What have we here ? A fringe of lace 1 
And now a rag of velvet cloth ! 

Most meet and suited to the place. 
To the vermin and the moth ! 

Once they 'decked thy dainty form 
When in plumed procession borne 

It paid its visit to the worm 

Across the dark and bridgeless bourne. 
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A glittering jewel and a ring ! 

But tell me, madam, where is he, 
Who in the vanished years did bring 

That golden symbol unto thee ? 

Not here ! no longer by thy side ! 

The lifelong partner of thy bed ! 
'Tis true ; thou art another's bride ; 

Dost like the kisses of the dead ? 

His kisses thou didst little prize, 
Art pleased that thou art now alone ? 

Perchance that grinning mouth replies. 
Or answer mutters in that tone. 

Dost smile with joy, or grin with pain, 

Mute mockery of woe or bliss ? 
Seek not to know, the quest is vain, 

Another world must answer this. 

The marble says " beloved and fond " ! 

Pray does the marble lie ? 
Or do those words of death respond 

To the life's reality ? 

He wrote in grief — ^and strong in trust — 

He wrote what he believed ; 
He should have written it in dust 

And not in stone deceived. 
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■ 

THE 
^, CONSUMPTIVE'S BRIDEGROO 

A friend walks with me day by day, 
In sweet communion ever nigh. 

Where'er my wandering footsteps stray. 
Unheard by ear, unseen by eye. 

In crowded room or solitude 

He's ever by my side 
To caution when rash thoughts intrude 
. And with wise counsel guide. 

Kind words he often speaks to me 
And those whom he draws near; 

How useful those kind words may be 
Must rest with those who hear. 

In sunny noon or midnight dmi, 
Summer, or winter's frost. 

Great knowledge I can gain from him, 
Forgetting him I'm lost. 

'Mid wealth I sometimes scarce discern 

How good he is to me, 
But in misfortune's hour I learn 

How rare his precepts be. 
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When winds in autumn's branches blow, 

And the bare trees lament, 
'Mid their sad tones his voice speaks low, 

Saying for me they're sent. 

When early light begins to gleam, 

And chilly mornings come, 
The air and gleam to me then seem 

Like heralds from his home. 

When noon's hot rays smite hill and dell 

I trace him o'er the green, 
Where the closed flowers faintly tell 

Feet like to his have been. 

But when the sun begins to sink, 

And day has nearly died. 
Closer to me I often think 

Comes that wise friend and guide. 

And as his breath doth blend with mine 

My cheeks blush falsely bright. 
My longing eyes grow large and shine 

With an unearthly light 

Untold, I feel he loves me best 

And claims me for his own. 
When in his choicest colours drest 

To others I am shown. 
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Words of great comfort in mine ear 

Wliispers that gentle friend : 
" Sweet love \ the night is very near. 

Thy journey's nigh its end; 

Together we will go to rest 

And in my house abide. 
Thou sleeping safely on my breast. 

The Bridegroom and his Bride." 

As earth grows dim, through darkness led. 

Guarded by his strong arm, 
I pass unto his lonely bed, 

I slumber safe from harm. 

Then lights from out the midnight start. 

And heavenly measures come; 
Dear Death ! how kind to me thou art, 

How peaceful is thy home ! 
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EUTHANASIA. 

I 

Called by the brightness of the summer moon 
My love and I walk forth into the night; 

Around us plain and beauteous woodlands swoon, 
Clasped in the soft embraces of the light. 

Entranced in tranquil joy they slumber all; 
The throbbing air the yielding world doth kiss, 

And ever and anon glad teardrops fall 

From drooping buds overcharged with languorous 
bliss. 

Ah me ! the charmed earth lies fair and still ! 

Like the far singing of a marching host 
The voices of the dreaming ocean fill 

The listening sky that broods above the coast. 
The white sands glint with fitful glimmering. 

And dim in dewy breathings of the land 
The nodding trees their pendant branches swing, 

Touched by the creeping night wind's careless hand. 
Enfolded thus in night's luxurious calm 

My love and I find unalloyed repose, 
And drinking in the wide pervading balm, 

Unuttered hopes our happy souls enclose. 
Unbroken peace prevails; its subtle air 

Into our being sinks, until we seem 
Like dews and light and odorous winds to share 

The extasy of heaven's absorbing beam. 

Absorbed, rejoicing each in each 

We glide into the universal soul 

Q 
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That moves around us and far off doth reach, 

Guiding our steps with unperceived control 
My love and I, enraptured 'neath the moon, 

Forget the world, forget life's vexing ways, 
Forget ourselves, oblivion's happiest boon, 

Fading away into the midnight haze; 
We fade, dissolve, and ever cease to be 

Part of our kin, of all things but ourselves, 
Melt like linked drops in heaven's unbounded sea. 

Lost in the depths where time for ever delves. — 
The world still sleeps beneath the summer moon; 

But other loves walk forth into the night, 
And other flowers in silence round them swoon. 

But o'er them ever shines the selfsame light. 



THE BODY TO THE SOUL. 

Out, O my soul, into the beauteous night ! 

Take heed, for ghostly mists are on the hill; 
Spread thy thin wings, although the moonbeams whi 

With pearly steps thy heavenward pathway fill. 
Out in the night, my soul, how freshly pure 

The keen air ripples through thy naked form ; 
But see ! the mists with beckoning hands allure 

To the dark cliffs where broods the crouching storn 
Avoid them ! flee ! lo ! all is fair o'erhead ! 

In heaven's transparent vault so deeply blue, 
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Beyond that shining realm thy road is spread, 

Where myriad lamps their twinkling beams renew; 
The mansions of the golden city there 

Are lighted for thy coming festival, 
Which white-robed forms with lucent hands prepare, 

While loving voices to the banquet call. 
See how the creeping mists slink round the hill. 

Hiding like guilty things behind its crest ; 
Be quick my soul ! now heaven and earth are still ; 

Oh ! haste thee to the dwellings of the Blest. 
Up ! ere the dawn o'erspread the solemn sky, 

Vapours, nor sounds of earth can reach thee there ; 
Unblighted all the starry regions lie. 

And heaven's illumined fields are blooming fair. 
Through the celestial domes the lights recede ! 

Quick, O my soul ! the night will soon be gone ! 
In that high place no evil mists impede. 

And there thy lifelong wanderings will be done. 
I see the chastening moonbeams through thee shine, 

Frosting like silver earth's frail webs, that cling 
In tangled films about thy form divine ; 

Now in thy beating wings the night winds sing, 
Until I fancy that the starry quires 

Ring preparation for thy deathless day; 
In the flushed east behold the night expires ; 

To thee now breaks the everlasting ray. 
Ah ! thou hast faded to a speck on high ; 

O pure white soul, threading thy heavenly road, 
Farewell ! farewell I the bright gates of the sky 

Are slowly closing o'er thy new abode. 
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AN OLD MAN'S CONVERSATION 

WITH DEATH. 

I feel the creeping of thy han^i 

Athwart my skin-^— amid my hair, 
And thickly the ridged wrinkles stand, 

And suddenly my brow is bare. 

Friend Death, thy hand is very soft, 
Come, let me shake it, for I know 

Its gentle touch — it cometh oft, 
And in its grasp I fain must go. 

Thou comest oft methinks, to see 

If I for travel will prepare. 
And when thou leav'st, thou leav'st with me 

Those tokens of thy tender care. 

" If I for travel will prepare 

When thou dost make the final call " ? 
Alas, what garment can I wear ? 
I have but rags — and filthy all. 

" No need of garment ! " wherefore so ? 

Good friend, wilt thou a garment bring 
To hide my shame when forth I go ? 

Thou wilt ! "a garment from a King ! ^* 
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And wherefore from a King, I pray ? 

No kings know I upon a throne ; 
I am not versed in courtly way, 

And less by courtiers am I known. 

1 have " a Friend, and He abides 
Beside the King, and when He hears 

The King give summon He provides 
A garment for the soul that fears." 

This is indeed surpassing news ; 

Why hast thou not proclaimed it wide ? 
" Because the King of old did choose 
Thy power on earth alone should bide 

Until that Friend in combat strove 

With thee, and smote thee sore, 
And now He gives thee robes of love 

To clothe the naked at thy door, 

That they may bright apparelled stand 
When thou dost lead them in His way." 

Old Death ! stretch forth thy skinny hand 
And clutch me tight. — Why dost delay ? 



— *^^s^«" 
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A REFLECTION. 

All things that brightened earth with love 
Are past and gone, and now I wait 

Until the angel shall remove 

The fastenings of the golden gate. 

But heavy gloom obscures that gate, 
So thick I fear to venture in ; 

If I look back, more desolate 
Appear the trodden ways of sin. 

Could I but once retrace that road, 
How different would the journey be, 

No fogs methinks should hide th' abode 
Whose gate I now so dimly see. 

Alas, I can no more go back, 

And yet I fear the forward stride; 

Rest is forbidden, and the track 
No bye-path shows to turn aside. 

And will the angel then undo 

The golden gates to welcome me ? 

Or will he only open throw 

Some dungeon door I fear to see ? 
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I know he's waiting at the end 
Of the dark road that shows so near; 

Pray that I find in him a friend, 
And not the jailor whom I fear. 

Are there no means whereby to know 
Whether the road be wrong or right; 

Whether the gates will ope to show 
Dark realms of grief or glorious light ? 

Methinks I've heard of One Who sought 
Smoother that rugged path to make, 

And all its marvels so has taught 
That we its fears may fearless take. 

By the road side He takes His stand 

When the last hours of life begin, 
And shows with His unerring hand 

The gate that lets the falterers in. 

But they must learn how to espy 
The Guiding Hand amid the night ; 

The heedless ones will pass it by 

Though bearing p'rhaps some feeble light. 

To those who see He gives a sign 

Whereby the golden gates unroll, 
And then a company divine 

Sings " welcome to the entering soul." 

But they who missed Him by the way 
Will have long dreary years to wait ; 

Long years ! ah ! who can say 
If they will ever find the gate ? 
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DESPONDENCY. 

ON A BRIGHT DAY. 

Why art thou so despondent, O my soul ? 

See ! the young buds are opening to the sun ! 
All nature basking in the beams that roll 

Their glories o'er the seasons as they run. 

Hark ! the glad birds are calling, and the air 
Overflowing with a clear and happy voice; 

See how each wakening creature yearns to share 
The beauteous day, and bids the earth rejoice. 

Why art thou so despondent, O my soul ? 

There are no clouds upon the azure sky, 
No shadows drop on mead or woody knoll, 

No lowering mists upon the mountains lie; 

The wind is jocund, and the trees all make 
A pleasant motion over hill and plain; 

The singing fountains dance along, and shake 
The happy reeds, who answer to the strain. 

How brightly hued each moving life that dwells 
In the fresh air and the transparent deep. 

How richly clad the perfumed flowers, whose cells 
Sweet nurture for the murmurous insects keep. 

Why art thou so despondent, O my soul ? 

Is there no promise on the road of life ? 
Will not its Gracious Maker's hands control. 

With light of love, the shadows of its strife ? 
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Seest thou no glimmer of a brighter day ? 

Mists should be thin which cover summer suns, 
Soft winds may haply send them all away, 

But now overhead no cloud nor shadow runs. 

Why art thou so despondent, O my soul ? 

Look back ! behold the pathway thou liast come 
Was ever upward, and its onward goal. 

Is steeper still, yet there abides thy home. 

The air is purer in that upland field. 

Albeit earth's lower meads are very bright. 

Alas ! that higher land scant joy will yield 
To those who find in lowlands no delight; 

Woe to the sad, the discontented hearts. 

To eyes grief-holden when the sun doth shine : 

How will they fare when life's good day departs ? 

Will death bring change ere breaks the morn 
divine ? 



TO THE OLD 

WHO PROFESS WEARINESS OF LIFE AND 
A DESIRE FOR DEATH. 

Old age may despise vanished joy 

When bowed down by the burden of years; 
May scorn pleasures he felt when a boy. 

And recall but life's troubles and fears. 
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Is it good for him thus to despise 

What can come to him never again ? 
Are the sights which have charmed youthful eyes 

To be viewed by the old with disdain ? 
Let Old Age linger on as he may, 

He will combat disease, though infirm, 
Striving ever to spin out his day 

And keep clear of the house of the worm. 
Let but Death take his post on the right. 

Let Youth but appear on the left. 
Will the first prove the welcomer sight. 

And the last of all charms be bereft ? 
I know not the man who was glad 

When Death has drawn nigh to his bed, 
But many have welcomed the lad 

Memory called from the days that were fled. 
The joys and the woes which are real, 

When it comes to the test, we prefer 
To the vague and unknown, for we feel 

A suspicion our judgment may err. 
We would live o'er gone years if we could. 

Despite all that moralists say, 
For we flatter ourselves that the good 

Will the evils of lifetime outweigh. 
To disdain what we cannot obtain 

With the plea that some othtrr will bless. 
Is the Fox and the Grapes o'er again, 

Decked out in the pietist's dress. 
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A SUNSET PICTURE. 

There is a river on whose banks 
Tall poplars grow in stately ranks ; 
Solemnly still, they dimly show 
Veiled by the evening's golden glow, 
While every leaf and every tree 
Reflected in the stream I see ; 
So steadfast, it is hard to say 
Which of the twain will longer stay, 
Or which fade out and pass away. 

'Tis evening time in autumn fair; 
All silent things around me share 
Mute intercourse with earth and air ; 
'Tis sky above ; 'tis sky below ; 
The soaring birds sail to and fro; 
The gleaming cloudlets come and go 
Behind the trees, which in a row 
Both upright and inverted grow. 
And only a single line doth show 
Where the dividing waters flow : 
A shining thread — so thin, so clear, 
As film from out the atmosphere, 
Or maybe tremor wrought by fear 



I 
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Of apprehended evil near, 

When treacherous foe in secret hides 

Where gentle innocence abides. 

So at some quiet season comes 

A word that severs happy homes, 

Showing, alas ! how heart and heart, 

Though seeming one, are yet apart; 

How, neath the lustre of life's sun 

A ruffling shade may o'er them run, 

A jarring ripple, quickly wrought 

By subtle breath of idle thought. 

The streak is gone. No tremor shows 

Where ends the bank, or water flows, 

And each in each doth now behold 

The same unchanging face of old. 

Beneath its calmness, clear and deep, 

I see the river's riches sleep : 

Its lustrous gems, its gushing springs. 

Full of bright life and happy things, 

While on its surface are displayed 

The chequering gleams of light and shade, 

Which beautify but never hide 

The treasuries which 'neath them bide. 

The river where I walk gives birth 
To glories of the sky and earth ; 
On one its green, on one its glow, 
The water and its mists bestow. 
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So a pure life doth ever give 
Delights to those who near it live, 
While its own breast doth calmly bear 
The happiness which others share ; 
But it must be, all else besides. 
One that unchanging ever glides 
To the great Ocean in whose tides 
The Everlasting Peace abides. 

In youth's first years, life's springtime green 
And through its summer they had been 
By love knit close together, 
And now that autumn's troubled weather 
Brought deeper hues, brought mellower days. 
Brought lingering sunsets dim with haze. 
Often they wandered where the brook 
Passed into shade, and formed a nook 
For wingM things to come and die. 
Frail insect lives, which then forsook, 
With circling flight and harmony. 
The chilling earth, the darkening sky. 
And there from out the bygone years 
Came back to them their hopes, their fears. 
Revealing aspects which they bore 
In the remembered times of yore; 
As clouds at sunset oft display 
The tints they bore at break of day 
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When lighted by the same sun's ray, 
Though changed maybe in outward form 
By early rain or noontide storm. 
So like they were I scarce could trace 
Where a dividing film held place, 
Such a sweet semblance, they did seem 
The embodied life of sky and stream ; 
So much by time and sorrow taught 
A long community of thought 
Similitude of look had wrought. 
But now like stream and tree they wear 
The mellowing cast of evening air. 
The last calm glory that is shed 
By lingering sunsets overhead. 
Below them deeper grows the shade, 
But in their life's streams' darkening bed 
Their unseen stores are richly laid; 
Good deeds that never pass nor fade. 

They are gone ! the last beams die, 
The winged insects round me fly, 
Drop down, and end their harmony ; 
The night creeps over earth and sky. 
But still life's river passes by, 
And well for those who tranquil lie 
Beneath its lillied canopy. 
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THE WISDOM OF CHILDHOOD. 

A young child's heart ! What unimagined store 

Of gifts beyond all price lies shrined therein; 
Unbidden from its depths the riches pour, 

As doth a sudden rill that long has been 
Hidden in hills with verdant springtime clad. 

Rejoicing, through the happy moss it comes, 
Then dances down the valleys, making glad 

The uneventful lives of wintry homes. 
Thou art to me, dear child, a spring-clad hill. 

Whence every promise of rich summer pours, 
WTiere loving hope can take her stand, and fill 

Her eyes with visions of ennobled hours. 
Thou fragile sanctuary of new-born love ! 

Unknown to thee, what gifts to thee are given; 
Unknown to thee, thou bringest from above 

Sweet tokens of the life thou led'st in heaven. 
Should it not make us pause to hear discourse 

Surpassing our imagination come 
From such diminutive and feeble source, 
' Such subtle truths from such a simple home ? 
Should it not set our fancies wondering 

To trace the stream of thought, so wise, so good : 
Time is not lost which we spend pondering 

Over the gifts of marvellous childhood; — 
But yet, there ever comes the fear that earth. 

With touch of fellow kin, in after years 
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May taint the spirit's fountain to its birth, 

And chknge its quickening drops to killing tears; — 
May mar the surface of life's silver glass — 

The soul reflecting now the light of heaven — 
'Til with their lustre dimmed and blurred shall pass 

The glories which are now in fulness given. 
Can we not keep it pure and undefiled 

From all the foulness of the world below, 
Til with the perfect virtues of a child 

She to a nobler womanhood may grow ? 
Alas ! alas ! it chills the heart to think 

How on that soul the troubled times may come 
To test with cruel strain the fragile link 

Which binds the heavenly to the earthly home, 
And leave, maybe, the struggler cast adrift, 

A waif upon a sea with dangers rife. 
Battling with all its winds, striving to lift 

Up to the saving land the storm-tossed life. 
Lord of the infant soul and guileless heart ! 

Touch our rough natures with Thy moulding wand, 
Soften with love, remake them, and impart. 

Faint though it be, the impress of Thy hand ; 
And let us humbly from sweet childhood learn 

How life may yet be pure, and from their birth 
Nurture its flowers, that when to dust they turn 
A richer growth may rise and bless a better earth. 



^ 
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AN INCIDENT IN NORTH WALES. 

Late yesterday, to our dismay 

We learnt the loss of household things; 
In hurried route they went astray; 

We knew it not, 'til, on the wings 
Of lightning borne, a messenger 

Overtook us on the road, and said 
That they as far as Manchester 

By some mishap had been conveyed. 
Possessions of small worth, but yet 

How great their worth did then appear; 
So much does habitude beget 

That which makes trifles grieve or cheer. 
This morn we heard they had arrived, 

It seemed like home come back at last. 
For half life's pleasures are derived 

From some memorial of the past. — 
Then sallying from my night's abode 

I waited 'til the carrier came 
To move them from the iron road 

Where run man's slaves of steam and flame. 
The road was by the white sea shore ; 

Before me rose rough mounds of sand 
With scanty herbage sprinkled o'er, 

And trodden tracks on either hand. 



N 
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The soft sea breeze was busily 

Erasing all those marks of feet, 
The setting sun will never see 
; Where man has crossed that shifting beat 
And close behind the hills of sand 

I heard the sea's familiar voice, 
That changes not with clime or land, 

'Neath torrid zone, or polar ice. 
And then with thunder sound rushed by 

A roaring train from some far town ; 
Its speed outstripped the troubled eye, 

So quickly had it come and flown. 
And then I thought how o'er the world 

God's work was being carried on 
By, the tremendous power that hurled 

The living freight ^o swiftly gone. 
And how the iron threads that sung 

In the light wind above my head. 
Bore far and wide a voiceless tongue 

By which His knowledge should be spread. 
How these thin threads, these fiery powers, 

Were only instruments which we 
By years of labour had made ours 

Through minds enlarged by Deity. 
How by such aids, in aftertimes. 

The ends of earth might all be joined. 
And men of varied creeds and climes 

In one great brotherhood combined. 
I thought of India's teeming plains, 

Of China's great and unknown towns. 
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Of Africa, where slavery reigns, 

Of all the isles that ocean owns. 
Of the vast West, where human foot 

Has seldom trod the prairie's bound, 
Of tropic lands, where mountains shoot 

Up to the sun, with snow-fields crown'd. 
As thus, with rested cheek on hand, 

I sat and mused, and with my stick 
Stirred round the pebbles in the sand. 

Which all about my feet lay thick. 
There suddenly fell on mine ear 

A sound that made me pause and start : 
A little voice, far off, yet clear. 

Waking an echo in my heart. 
Then looking back I spied my child 

High up, 'mid fern and blooming heath, 
A speck upon the mountain wild. 

Waving her arms to me beneath. 
The electric wires, the railway's noise. 

Mankind, their ways, the land, the sea. 
Were all forgot — that little voice 

Was more than all the world to me. 
O heart ! why roam so far abroad 

When thou hast such a world at home ! 
Thy subtle threads, thy wondrous road, 

Are those where love should go and come ? 
The wide, wide world thinks not of thee; 

'Twill soon be gone, and so wilt thou ; 
But thy home life perchance may be 

A way to bliss which God doth show. 
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Think not the smallest things of God 

Should be less honoured than the great ; 
The courts of heaven are oftener trod 

By those who are of mean estate. 
The lowliest insects in the sea 

Build up the loftiest hills of earth; 
The work of a poor home may be 

Far richer than a kingdom's worth. 
For things that make or mar our bliss 

Are those which form our daily life ; 
An unkind look, an infant's kiss, 

May foil the world's delights or strife ; 
The yielding mist, the gentle rain, 

Full oft the billow's wrath will 'suage 
When the great waterspouts in vain 

Essay to crush its foaming rage. 
'Tis not the whelming flood that makes 

The hidden seed to live and shoot. 
But the small drop that kindly slakes 

The arid earth about the root. 
'Tis not the burning sun that calls 

Luxuriant life from out the ground. 
But the soft ray that tempered falls 

Where vapoury air and cloud abound. 
Then let the world jog on its way. 

Keep thou thy thoughts for things of home, 
And strive to render it to day 

A type of that which yet may come, 
With presence that makes glad its life, 

With smiles which dry the mists of tears. 



AN INCIDENT IN NORTH WALES. 245 

With soothing voice that hushes strife, 
With calm content, with hope that cheers. 

So let me thank the sea shore wild, 
And thank the goods that went astray, 

But thank still more the little child 
Whose voice fell on my heart that day. 



A BIRTHDAY REFLECTION. 

My little child for very joy 

Scarce closed her eyes the livelong night, 
Thinking what picture, book, or toy 

Would greet her with the morning light. 
For morn had brought her natal day; 

Nine summer's suns had come and gone 
Since rosy red through breathing clay 

The lamp of life first in her shone.. 
See how bright eye and flushing cheek 

Reveal sweet glimpses of her soul. 
How animated gestures speak. 

As book or picture we unroll. 
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From sister and from loving friend, 

From parent, nurse, and comrade dear, 
While busy hands the knots unbend 

And bid the varied charms appear. 
* * * ♦ * * 

If friends and gifts and days can be 

To us the cause of such delight, 
O Father of us all ! how we 

Should joy to catch the faintest sight 
Of the surpassing things which Thou 

With lavish hand dost round us lay. 
Not once a year we birthdays know, 

But every morn's a natal day. 
When rising from our mimicked death 

We find rich presents round us spread, 
As robed in light the morning's breath, 

Thy minister to us is sped 
In airy pomp up eastern skies. 

With early hymns and wreathM flowers, 
With cloudy flags to chfeer the eyes 

And music to make glad the hours; 
The hues of heaven and earth, the song 

Of birds, the stir of life, the gift 
Of health and food, that cheer, make strong. 

And heart and mind with rapture lift — 
Yet they're but fringes of Thy robe. 

Enfolding heaven and all the earth; 
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Beneath their shadows who can probe 

And find the source of death and birth ? 
What if our search has deeper proved 

Than where the bygone ages stopped ; 
We only find Thou art re^moved 

Still farther from us than we hoped. 
'Tis a vain search, and yet we feel, 

Like curious children, that our Sire 
Hid in far mansions will reveal 

His face to us at our desire. 
We shape a god and cry — " Behold ! 

None other god but this is true," 
Forgetting no man's heart doth hold 

The Father which his brother knew. 
For we are all but parts of Thee, 

Filling the posts Thou dost ordain, 
Yet act as though our hands were free, 

And sigh to find our efforts vain. 
How often we. Thy children, make 

Thy gracious Name a cause of strife 
When some quaint wonder we mistake 

For endless universal life ! 
How oft we deem our wishes be 

The goals to which we should aspire. 
And fruitlessly petition Thee 

To lead us as our hearts desire, 
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Not knowing if we ask aright, 

Or who it is Thou dost select 
For bosom friend — to whom giv'st sight, 

Mak'st blind, foredoom'st, or dost protect. 
All acts of Thine are just and good. 

And wrong is undiscovered right. 
Some nobler end misunderstood. 

As light to one deprived of sight. ^ — 
Then let us like wise children live. 

And find our bliss in all Thou dost ; 
Receive with joy what Thou dost give. 

And what thou taVst, resign with trust. 
From time to time Thou showest earth 

Incarnate truth in holy lives, 
Whose quickening words, whose deeds of worth 

Wake better thought that aye survives. — 
That birth and death are twin we know, 

That change is wrought despite our care. 
For thou dost take and dost bestow 

Alike to wrong or righteous prayer. 
O purblind children ! have we more 

Of wisdom than our Father has ? 
When have our eyes seen aught before 

He showed us what His meaning was? 

Ji: * * # j;: * 

Alas ! the birthday now is done, 

For birthdays all must have an end ; 
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And weary grows my little one 

Despite the charms of gift or friend ; 
Few things have charms for sleepy eyes, 

And yet we would forego the sleep 
To cling to what we've ceased to prize,' 

And shunning rest, to wake and weep. 
We are but fretful children all. 

Dreading to see the spectre's head, 
The nurse with sand-glass, who doth call 

Earth's tired little ones to bed. 
That bed is Thine ! and yet we fear 

To trust ourselves beneath its sheet; 
O Father dear ! if thou art near 

Sureljr its rest is safe and sweet. 



TO MY CHILD^S DOI.I.. 

Unconscious cause of innocent delight ! 

Thou dumb companion of my little child, 
What charms and mysteries can in thee unite 

Which her ingenuous heart have so beguiled ? 
Nor parent, friend, nor comrade have to her 

Become the source of such unfeignM joy, 
Few words from them can so her pleasure stir, 

Or saddened looks her happiness alloy. 
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She feels not solitude when thou art near^ 

Perched like an idol on a chair close by. 
Object of artless prattle, kissed to cheer 

The ear that listens not, the lips which ne'er reply; 
Well pleased she bears thee through the fields or street. 

Thinking in all her joys thou takest part; 
In such a sharing of delights we greet 

The early buddings of the woman's heart 
When to her little friends she brings thee in, 

'Decked in thy bravery, clinging to her side, 
. In brightening cheek and eye we see begin 

The secret stirrings of a mother's pride. 
In sickness thou wert ever by her side, 

What though the days were sad, the dark nights long, 
Thy touch to hers like voiceless tongue replied. 

And soothed her sufferings as a nurse's song. 
Ah ! who of us would never wish to be 

Like thee, dumb friend, so innocent of pain; 
Void of all angry ways, from envy free, — 

With ear no evil knows, with tongue that can refrain ! 
Or who like thee unconsciously can give 

Such unmixed solace to a suffering friend ? 
We vainly grieve, and hope, yet ever live 

The eager dupes of pity to our end. — 
Perhaps when Time was young, love longer lived. 

And so man had a longer spell of days, 
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That he might more enjoy the bliss derived 

Walking near heaven on earth's unsullied ways. 
And now, what though our birth be fed with love 

If the quick years devour it as they go ? 
Or memory of the bliss we shared above 

If it but shines through tear drops as they flow. 
How merciful it is that all men die, 

For as our love keeps waning with our years 
What withered things our hearts become — how dry 

When they outlive the nourishment of tears ! 
O child of mine ! what if thy years grow old. 

Will love ere life come to a weary end ? 
It may be so; if not, pray it may hold 

No meaner thing than thy poor speechless friend. 



AN ANNIVERSARY. 

The years come round again, and we are — what ? 

But further on our pathway to the tomb; 
A step now measured on the broken flat 

Of our dull lives, where indistinctly loom 
Oblivion and decay. Pains and white hairs. 

Nature's good harbingers, have come before. 
But only come to catch us unawares 

With news that breeds alarm too quickly o'er, 
And leaves us neither better nor more wise. 
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We greet them, but as passing visitants, 
Who mould our outer forms to casual eyes 

But leave unchanged the unseen inhabitants ; 
Our hearts, our souls, and all our nobler powers. 

These we should highest prize, and strive to keep 
With virtue strong, to meet the stormy hours 

That hide life's track, as years around us sweep. 
What are white hairs unto a withered mind ? 

Or tottering limbs unto a broken heart ? 
What is dim sight to eyes with- sorrow blind ? 

Or what corporeal pains to the soul's smart ? 
Griefs are the steps which form the years of life. 

Making us old in heart before we die ; 
But not a summer's calm or winter's strife, 

Or change in hue or limb, in ear or eye. 
And yet we heed them not, but think the care 

Of pampered flesh is all our lives require; 
And that our inmost souls will ever bear 

Untarnished lustre through the world's foul mire. 
Alas, poor Soul, to have so bad a keeper ! 

Poor Body ! furnished for such idle show. 
The Soul would rise ! Thou mak'st it sink the deeper, 

But prop'st the frame that ever sinketh low. 

».*« %Ss «'« »*' ^^ 

^» 5|» -'I* "I* *|* 

Look in the eyes of infancy and see 

How in their depths the starry worlds are shown, 
Filled with disporting shapes of purity. 
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The guests that from a better sphere have flown 
To try and walk the earth with us awhile, 

And, may be, ease us of its heavy load, 
When cheering hope our journeying would beguile 

With faint remembrance of our first abode. 
Alas ! such visions will not tarry here. 

Lodged in the limits of a heart despoiled. 
They turn away and wailing disappear, 

Forsaking homes by wickedness defiled. 
Like those that cried within the shattered fane, 

** Let us depart " from out the seat divine. 
When the protecting veil was rent in twain 

And desolation filled the holy shrine. 
Who in such eyes has looked and never felt 

That he had caught a glimpse of something lost ? 
The picture of a home where once he dwelt. 

Wakening a pleasure that is pain almost, 
Thinking how soon its freshness will be gone. 

And leave, like him, its owner on the road 
To journey on, companionless, alone, 

Though bearing still with hope his heavy load. 
We may have seen, perchance, but oh ! how rare. 

The eyes of infancy in hoary age. 
Like seeds of life that struggle for the air 

When they with Death in wintry fight engage. 
Keep, then, oh ! keep the freshness of thy soul 

Pure as it blossomed in the early days; 
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Shield it from all the evil waves that roll, — 

The winds that blow on life's uncertain ways. 
Then will it through thy failing body shine, 

Like lamp that by a curtain is concealed. 
And when the veil is drawn, in rays divine 

The beauty of its home will be revealed. 
The temple may be crumbling dust, but yet 

How noble it may seem in its decay; 
The fading splendour of a calm sunset, 

Not the rough ending of a stormy day. 
The dwellers in that shrine will leave their mark, 

That coming eyes may see how good they were ; 
The Guardians had been faithful to the Ark, 

Overshadowing Cherubim kept vigil there; 
And those who follow in some distant year 

Shall take a cherished fragment for a guide, 
When they a gracious Temple would uprear. 

Where holy lives and worship may abide. 



NOONTIDE STILLNESS. 

No sound of voices in the house ! 

My loved ones, are they dead ? 
Hush timid heart ! why wilt arouse 

A thought so full of dread. 
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I shun it, yet the thought will come, 

Foreboding days of doom. 
The awe of a deserted home, 

The silent empty room. 
The torture of an aching mind 

With misery employed; 
Seeking the lost; only to find 

An overwhelming void. 
O heart forbear such idle dread. 

Such fantasies of woe; 
Lift not the veil now kindly spread 

O'er things we need not know; 
But yet the evil fear will come 

Of the cold forsaken hearth. 
Bereft of all who made it home 

And filled it with their mirth — 
When those who gladdened life's dull road 

Have vanished from its way 
How terrible the bitter load 

They on the living lay. 
What will the idly fancied pains. 

Which now make time so dull 
Seem then to me ? — mere little grains 

Beside a heart grief full. 
I'll wonder how they could have cast 

A shadow in such hour. 
When I behold the gloomy vast 
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Which then will round me lower ; 
Hark ! hark ! I hear them ! Ah ! not here; 

In the thin air a tongue 
Vibrates in whispers on mine ear, 

And in my brain are rung 
Sweet sounds, which penetrate my soul, 

Unspoken words, but felt; 
Around me the glad accents roll, 

My icy sorrows melt; 
I fancy they are come again, 

And sunlight fills the air ; 
The winds breathe out a blither strain, 

Earth spreads fresh pastures fair; 
The clouds sail by like happy isles, 

The birds are full of glee, 
And like a face of dimpling smiles 

The w^aves run o'er the sea; 
They bound along in singing bands. 

They clatter on the shore; — 
It is the sound of clapping hands ! 

Of feet upon the floor ! 
The dream is o'er, — they are not gone ! 

Glad sounds of life I hear; 
Dear Lord, I am not left alone. 

Forgive the selfish fear. 
Forgive the weak unmanly moan, 

Accept the thankful tear. 
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From love, not pain, these teardrops fall 

Sweet Lilly o'er thy drooping head; 
Nay, chide me not, they may recall 

Life to a heart long withered. 
Sweet Lilly, in the noontide heat 

Of this fierce world thou canst not stay, 
A form so frail and delicate 

Brooks not the furnace of our clay. 
How should thy gentle soul endure 

A change so sudden and so rude ? 
Brought from a home divinely pure 

To one with fiery breath endued. — 
A home beyond this blighting earth 

Of which we each but little know; 
The passage from it is our birth. 

And to it through our graves we go. 
And thou hast come one toilsome road 

And now art longing to go back : 
Sore frightened at thy new abode 

Thou wouldst retrace the trodden track. 
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It may be thou hast heard a word 

Whispered in secret to thine heart, 
The wishes of thy gracious Lord 

That thou from us shouldst soon depart. 
Our ears cannot that message hear, 

But we may see it soon obeyed; 
Its heralds are th' unconscious tear, 

Unwonted thoughts that make afraid, 
The shadow of a waiting grave 

In eyes enlarged, in hollowed cheeks ; 
Yet they a fearful beauty have, 

A beauty whose sad silence speaks 
Of a long night, a far off morn, 

When day perhaps may break anew : 
As flowers that fade and sleep forlorn 

Til brighter spring their lives renew. 

^S^ vf^ ^^ ^0 «*« 

^ ^ ^ #i« *,* 

What means that dull sound in mine ear, 

Like the far tolling of a bell ? 
Sweet Lilly, look ! the night is clear. 

Thouhear'st the sound, thou sa/st "Farewell." 
Ah me ! all things grow wondrous still ! 

And now the stars appear to move ! • 
Sure something gone their way doth thrill 

Their glorious regions with its love. 
We'll look no more; the wind blows cold; 

We'll wait for day, — 'twill soon be here; — 
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And then what will our eyes behold ? 

All that we hope? or all we fear? 
Such words, alas, are idly said. 

For hope and fear have ceased to be. — 
Now in the gardens overhead 

Our Lilly lives eternally. 






Some strange thing has among us come 
That was not here before. We tread 

On tip-toe softly, and are dumb 
In presence of the Dead. 



AN OLD HOME REVISITED. 

My home no more; for she is gone. How blank 

Appears the once frequented street ! How cold 
The air around me feels, as though it shrank 

Beneath the touch of sorrow's hands, which hold 
My heart within their grasp. The years are old 

Since last I saw the house my eye surveys. 
And then it was alive with love untold; 

Perchance 'tis still ! Forbear ! Some stranger's gaze 
Will freeze me with fixed stare. I '11 get me on my ways. 
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Forbear to lift the latch, she is not here, 

The friend who smiling bade me welcome home, 
Or watched me with dimmed vision disappear, 

Then turned in anguish to her empty room, 
And in its silence met the pains that come 

To feed on sorrowing hearts they find alone. 
Ah ! in her communings of secret gloom 

Who knows what prayers went up unto the Throne 
For him who, save in thought, from that abode had gone ! 

I little deemed her love could thus have held 

So long, so deep a claim upon my heart, 
And that the years so little have dispelled 

The freshness of the memories they impart. — 
I stand and look, and wonder who will part 

The folded curtains of the window pane 
And peer athwart the gloom for me. — I start 

To think I may behold her. Ah ! 'tis vain ; 
Not here will those kind eyes be seeking me again. 

And it is better so ; — with much of good 

Time mingled some alloy, — for age and care 
Mildewed the remnants of life's lessening food, 

As day by day friends died, 'til she did fare 
Only on burden of some vanished year. 

Or love for one by distance kept apart ; 
I fain would think that distance did but bear 

A glass that magnified me to her heart ; 
Ah, tender soul ! and is it so where now thou art ? 
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I lingering leave, for nevermore shall I 

Enter this habitation of my youth. 
She now is gone, and severed is the tie 

That bound me to the spot, —broken the ruth 
Of pleasant homely hours, — broken in sooth 

The heart-strings of the past; now sadly done 
Is all that cheered my life, howe'er uncouth 

That life has been ; yet her good influence won 
A hold upon it Not in vain her race was run. 

I turn me from the house. No longer here 

Should fancy idly stay. Above ! above ! 
O'er the wide earth — in some untrodden sphere — 

In all the vast expanse that breathes of love, 
Where earth's delivered ones rejoicing move 

Beneath the influence of the Mighty Soul, 
Most aptly pictured as the brooding Dove, 

Must my grieved heart its yearning thoughts unroll, 
And seek my vanished friend beyond this life's control. 

But let her not return again to life. 

E'en to its brighter and its happier ways; 
They quickly passed, and gloom and cares grew rife. 

And apprehensions spread their vexing maze. 
I would no more recall those vanished days 

To mar her rest. For me the seasons shed 
An advent glimmer of serener rays. 

And the dead years must bury now their dead; 
I turn and follow Hope with halcyon pinions spread. 



262 MY LITTLE LOUIE, 

MY LITTLE LOUIE. 

AT SUNSET. 

While looking up the watery gleam 
That wells from out the setting sun, 

Like a bright mote within its beam, 
I see my fairy Louie run. 

And where the flood of radiance lies 
Golden among the twinkling grass. 

Her little feet, like butterflies, 
Make dancing shadows as they pass. 

She comes from out the wondrous glow I 

She comes from God's all bounteous Hand ! 

A drop of those life streams which flow 
Love-laden from the Purer Land. 

Now open wide, O longing arms, 
But wider still, O yearning heart, 

Clasp the small form until it warms 
And wakes to life thy better part. 

Until it wakes a brighter ray 

Ere on thee falls the shrouded night ; 

That the tired man at last may say 
At evening time he found the Light. 

I see white moths fly up from earth 
Where spreads the shade of lingering eve. 

So gentler thoughts should have their birth 
Ere we our fading mansions leave. 
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And musing thus, I sometimes think 

That little soul from out the sun 
Has come to tell me, ere he sink, 

That, like to his, my day is done. 

Sweet messenger, with outstretched hands, 
Stir with kind touch the tardy thought ! 

And as the bud of hope expands 

Brush off the blight that sin has brought. 

Dear little child, thy wistful eyes 
See not what gifts thou hast from God, 

Nor how long buried flowers uprise 
From a dry heart where thou hast trod. 

From out thy looks the loved dead gaze. 
And in thy speech their voices sound; 

Their presence fills the household ways 
When thy light step goes o'er the ground. 

What thou art now, perchance I was 
When the fair morn of life shone bright, 

Ere came the stormy noon, alas ! 
With clouds that dimmed its promised light. 

'Tis mom with thee, 'tis eve with me. 
And so the circling years have run 

That roll us on, until we see 

The Timeless Land, the steadfast Sun. 
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A MEMORY. 

Life's trivial things possess the power 

To call our lost ones back to earth, 
'Mid careless thought, in prayerful hour, 

In lonely calm, in social mirth; 
The spirits of the dead pass o'er 

Our nightly couch, our daily walk; 
The living show the forms they bore, 

Give forth their speech in kindly talk. 
Voices of children at their play 

Wake with its tones the memory 
Of one I think will come this way. 

Of face I hope still lingers nigh. 
O idly wished ! for nevermore 

Returns the child for whom I weep; 
Life with that want is sicklied o'er; 

Its gloomy shadows round me creep. 
The mornings rise with pallid hue. 

The noons in clouded skies go by. 
The eves die out in tearful dew. 

The midnights spread a pall on high. 
O day ! O night ! how very dark 

The lifeless world around me lies; 
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A sepulchre wherein I mark 

Where love is laid with closed eyes — 
A love that sleeps, no more to wake! 

While those who wake would fain believe 
That some far future gain will make 

Amends for the great loss they grieve. 
But she, my child, comes not again, 

Though spring is bringing back the flowers. 
Though songs are heard in hill and plain, 

And stir of life in sunny bowers. 
She who rejoiced to see them come. 

She once so glad to hear them sing, 
Is silent in her little home. 

Unmindful of the calling Spring. 
How different from her childish ways. 

How quiet after all her mirth, 

life ! how changed are all thy days ! 
How altered is thy aspect, earth ! 

My work is done, for she is gone; 
No purpose have I now in life, — 

1 wander forth, I sit alone. 

But find no peace and know no strife; 
My heart and brain are cold and numb, 

I look, but heed not what I see; 
I listen, but the world is dumb. 

The days pass by in mystery. 
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Noon is not light, night is not dark, 

But something has passed o'er the sky- 
Dim and obscure, and left its mark 

To vex the heart and cheat the eye, 
A peopled blank, a troubled void. 

The desolation of each sense, 
The pain of moments unalloyed 

By touch of joy, or grief intense. 
For neither come to stay the want, — 

The unfulfilled desire goes by; 
Clinging to life, for death I pant. 

Loathing to live, I fear to die. 
All things seem changed. I know not what 

Has happened on the face of earth; 
My fancy sees in every spot 

Where she has been, a place of birth. 
And thinks that there she'll reappear 

In her sweet girlhood and her grace I 
I look. Alas ! 'tis formless air 

And idle are the dreams I trace; 
Unbidden they possess my mind. 

And fondly dwelt on I have grown 
Bewildered when I wake to find 

That I am in the world alone. 
Alone ! alone ! Oh ! come to me 

Hope of the happier days gone by I 

A girlhood and sweet infancy 
So full of life should never die. 
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'Tis hard to think that thou art dead ! 

I'll fain thou hast a journey ta'en, 
And wilt return. 'Tis idly said ; 

Thou canst not come to me again. 
Now fear, now hope, have lost their power — 

They neither light nor dim my days ; 
Come on swift wings thou final hour, 

And take me to her better ways. 

* * * % -it- 

Tis strange that she, my child, should lie 

Struck by Death's hand, and I not know 
Aught of her pain, or hear her cry. 

Or feel her touch ere she did go ; 
For she was ever wont to kiss 

Her father ere she went to rest; 
And made her little pleasures his, 

And half her cares to him confest ; — 
That I, who joyed in all her health. 

And sorrowed at her slightest pain, 
Should lose her as it were by stealth, 

And never hear her voice again. — 
It seems as if we had no share 

In aught that leaves this mortal earth, 
But only knew we are and were. 

That death is but another birth. 
The oblivion of departed days. 

When we forget what we have been. 
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Forget the old familiar ways, 

Forget the love weVe felt and seen. 
And can it be there are no ties 

Between the living and the dead ? 
That we but search in empty skies 

When looking upward for the fled ? 
If parentage of flesh and blood 

Breed not affinity of soul, 
'Tis difficult to think life good. 

And heaven to be a happier goal. 
We may believe what we know not, 

May hope, and trust our hopes are true ; 
But love despairs that is forgot. 

And dies for want of one it knew. 
My child, forgive these fruitless woes 

That live and brood on self alone, 
That spare no thought, no love for those 

Who want love more now thou art gone. 

Alas ! alas ! the mournful days ! 

O'er our sorrow comes no change, 
Dark are all the woeful ways. 

Darker the sad prospects range. — 
She Cometh not, there is no sound 

About the house, about the street; 
Often we pause and look around. 

But hear no more the little feet. 
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And very sad our hearts have grown, 

And weary are the watching eyes, 
Faces are pale, and smiles have flown, 

Voices are faint and blent with sighs. — 
Aimless it seems to linger on 

Since all that made our lifetime bright 
In the increasing days went down 

And darkened all the summer's light. 
Maybe the earth had envious grown 

Lest form so good, so full of grace. 
Should prove a rival to its own. 

And cheer us with a happier face. 
For cold and rain and heavy wind 

Had marred and blurred the land and sky : 
Had she but lived, her sunny mind 

Had lit our ways and blest each eye. — 
Surely 'twas envious April bade 

The murderous March winds lay her low, 
Or coming May who was afraid 

Her flowers near her less fair would show. 
O cruel March ! thy cutting hand 

Struck terribly when thou smot'st her. 
Were there no others in the land 

To feed thy knife, dread minister ? 
No, *twas the jealous Winter. He 

Ran back and carried her away 
Lest some more favoured season see 

And win the love that cheered his day. 
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For she had lit his gloomy hearth 

And warmed awhile his frozen breath : 
He could not leave her here on earth 

And solitary go to death, 
But, like a dying king of. old. 

With one he loved beside him laid, 
They passed, ere early buds unrolled. 

Unto the realms that never fade. — 
Ah ! see how soon revenge has come ! 

Spring was not seen ; the Summer lies 
All bathed in tears about her tomb, 

And wrapped in clouds swift Autumn flies. 
They felt, they knew he did her wrong; 

The sun is veiled; the flowers are dead; 
The homeless birds suspend their song. 

And seeds are withering in their bed. 
Can nature's kindly heart be glad 

When light forsakes the sky and plain ? 
The weeping year may well be sad. 

Such light it ne'er will see again. 
She is avenged. O'er hill and mead 

The seasons are lamenting sore. 
Their tears will cease; the slumbering seed 

Awake and bloom as heretofore, 
But our poor hearts will long time need 

A spring that can return no more. 
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My little girl is dead and gone ; 

I looked for her — she came no more; 
I hoped, but now my hope is done. 

And, oh ! my heart is very sore, 
And desolate my spirit grows. 

And watches for the promised change; 
An idle task, for darker shows 

The prospect where my wishes range. — 
Then on the better past I. gaze 

And conjure up its lost delights ; 
The pleasures of her busy days, 

The beauty of her quiet nights; 
The sunny soul that looked from out 

Clear eyes that bore the hue of heaven, 
When not a cloud is seen about 

To mar the peacefulness of even. 
But gentle day goes to its rest 

With gradual fadings o'er the sky, 
So soft, we feel how very blest 

Must be the innocent who die. 
But not in sleep alone she seemed 

Embodying forth a better world ; 
Her noontide beauties round us beamed 

As every day fresh life unfurled. — 
The playful laugh, the happy talk, 

The purity, the artless thought, 
All guileless joys that ever walk 

The rosy paths by virtue wrought; 
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The mirth that shed its light around, 

The sanctity that lit the mirth, 
Til earth appeared as hallowed ground. 

And rays from heaven to pass o'er earth. — 
She moved as with a glory drest, 

A cloud that wrapped her in its fold, 
Like that which on the mountain's crest 

Around the Three was whilom rolled, 
Until the tongue broke loose and cried. 

" How good it is that we are here," 
To build our hopes and aye abide 

In love of those we hold so dear. 
Alas ! we knew not what we said. 

And little thought that death so soon 
Would hide the halo of that head 

And dim the brightness of our noon. 
Ah me ! it seems a beauteous dream 

That 1 in slumber once beheld, 
And would a real presence deem 

And not a vision time dispelled. 
I strive to picture forth her form, 

To hear her speech, to see her grace, 
To watch her smiles like sunshine warm 

The snowy lillies of her face; 
To see its roses deeper blush 

When some bright thought from out her soul 
Broke like the morning's early flush 

That bids earth's misty gloom uproU. 
Ah, beauteous form ! ah, loving face ! 

Cold in the grave they're lying now. 
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Ah, happy ground ! ah, happy place ! 

Ah, happy flowers that o*er her grow ! 
Kind Memory, thou dost weave a wreath 

Of her young ways, so pure, so fair, 
I almost thank thy parent Death 

For having left her to thy care. 



^s * * ♦ 



A fathom deep my darling lies. 

Into earth she soon will fade. 
From her sweet mould the grass will rise, 
The days' eyes will seem her eyes, 
Brightening the world that round her lies. — 

All whereof she now is made 
Will but suffer a slow change 
Into something sweetly strange. 

Winds and flowers now ring her knell, — 

Can she hear where she doth dwell ? 

All things answer she doth well ; 
Natures good and beautiful 

Round her sepulchre are glad ; 
With her. love their lives seem full, 

But our hearts are very sad. 
They are glad; they've lived to see 
Youthful grace and purity; 
We are sad, we ne'er will find 
Child with such angelic mind. 

Now the little flowers peep 

Through the grass with dewy eyes, 

But our sleeping bud doth keep 
Hers fast closed where she lies. 



> 



274 A MEMORY. 

See ! the earth doth move aside 

When the little flowers come, 
Motionless it doth abide 

Where our bud has made her home. 
Hark ! the birds are musical, 

For the spring is drawing nigh; 
She, once joyous as them all, 

Answereth not where she doth lie. 
Why will spring return again ? 

Why will earth give up its flowers. 
And our little bird remain 

Silent through the sunny hours ? 
Listen, oh ! my soul, and hear 

What the birds and flowers say : 
She doth waken — but not here, 

She doth sing — but far away. — 
* * % % * 

No greeting touch comes from the air, 

I feel no aura round me play, 
Of spectral forms noonday is bare. 

The nights glide visionless away. 
The earth does not give up its dead, 

The doors of heaven are firmly sealed, 
Of those we loved, in days now fled, 

How little have the days revealed. 
And yet we hope the happy past 

In future worlds will be renewed, — 
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That forms too fragile here to last 

With endless life will be endued. 
The wish is good, the hope is sweet ; 

I pray they may be brought about, 
That those who Ve loved once more may meet; — 

And if perchance a troubling doubt. 
Begot of baffled search and want, 

Has marred the wish, or dimmed the hope. 
Let Frailty plead, — let Mercy grant 

With pardoning love, — Truth's largest scope. 



MY DAUGHTER. 

IN SICKNESS. 

Though limbs be weary, senses numb, 

The courted sleep delays to come. — 

With folded hands my darling lies, 

While visions in her brain arise, 

Filling with light her orbbd eyes. 

The wonderment of one who sees 

A far-off land of mysteries. 

But when life's callings intervene 

'Twixt her mind's bliss and such fair scene 

The fringed lid falls across the eye; 

To earth she turns with weary sigh, 
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As when a cloud comes o'er the sky 

A chilly shade is wafted by. 

So rests my darling, with my heart 

Held in her love. Ah ! should they part. 

What bitter pang, what burning throb, 

Will rend its core ! But who shall rob — 

Who take from us that cherished life — 

Who tear ? No more. The jarring strife 

Of such sharp thoughts runs through my brain 

Until, overmastered by the pain, 

Sense faints with fear of what may come. 

When in a silent empty home 

I hear no answer to my calling — 

No sound but my own footsteps falling 

Like echoes from a tomb. How void — 

How dark the waste, where hope destroyed 

Drifts wrecklike o'er life's troubled main, 

Driven by winds and drenched by rain — 

A rain of tears that soothes no heart, 

But fills the fountains whence they start; — 

Winds of dispair that blow about 

The shattered mind on seas of doubt. — 

I'll think no more, for o'er me steals 

A shudder, and my spirit reels. 

Sick with the apprehended dread — 

The fear of looking on the dead. 

***** 

Dear little soul ! it is not given us to see 
With our dim eyes what coming days will be. 
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And well it is so, for we little know 

How we might bear their joys or meet their woe. 

For if I knew that thou wert doomed to go 

Methinks the overwrought fibres of my brain, 

Touched by such knowledge, would but snap in twain, 

And we should either side by side recline 

In the same grave, or those dear eyes of thine, 

Alone, from out their starry home divine. 

Would watch with prayerful and devoted gaze 

My wrecked mind wandering in its wildering maze. 

Dear child ! let us bow down with bended knee — 

Together ask that we may never see 

Such troubled times, or else that we may bear 

With resignation 'neath God's wiser care 

All He thinks fit to send us for our share. 

Should'st thou be taken from me ! Ah ! that thought 

With load of so much wretchedness is fraught 

That the mind totters over the abyss 

Where black unconsciousness alone is bliss. 

Should*st thou be spared, we will together bend 

Our steps along life's road to its dark end, 

Hoping thy gentle influence may tend 

To make my heart more thankful and more wise. 

And lift from earth my dim desponding eyes 

To the blest Hand that beckons from the skies. 

*r 5|C 7f 3,t tP 

So o'er the dreary ways that lead unto 

The realms of death, her feet went to and fro, 
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Until the Guiding Hand bade diem retnrn 
From the fiarce land wh»e fi«y fevHs bam 
To die cool meadows and the pleasant rills 
WTi^e feeble life her freshening chalice fills ; — 
And now absorbed in wonder and d^ight 
At the new world and unaccustomed light 
She lies in contempladon's mazes bound. 
Among, but not a part of diings around. 
Like some 6iir monument we find alone^ 
Survivor of a better time long gone^ 
On a forgotten shore, but bearing still 
The deathless charm of an inspired will; 
So in its loveliness her fair form lies. 
Fashioned in beauty 'neath die Master's eyes. 
Rare product of a work He loved the best 
Richly with all His choicest treasures blest ; 
A tender heart replete with holy thought, 
A sanctuary with all sweet graces fraught, 
A home of chaste desires, and the goal 
Where dwell the virtues of a perfect souL 
So rests she beautiful and fair, 
Recalling thoughts of that good time 
When earth was in its golden prime 
And man looked through the Gates Sublime 
And saw bright angels waiting there. 
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MY DAUGHTER. 

IN HEALTH. 

She moves, and glories round her spread, 

My own, my darling child, 
Like lialoes which from heaven have fled. 

By her sweet innocence beguiled. 
Thus clad she walks the earth awhile 

And makes its desert places bright 
With radiance of love's sunny smile ; 

For it has left the Throne of Light 
And followed her young steps to earth. 

To bless and gladden those who see 
Her happy form about the hearth. 

Her gentle ways, her artless glee. 
Like some fair vision to mine eyes 

Her movements with such charms abound 
That oft I muse with glad surprise 

How one so good on earth is found. 
Shine on, O light-encircled head ! 

Beam forth thy love, O beauteous face ! 
Around us let that halo spread 

The influence of thy holy grace. 
Shine onward through the coming years. 

Disperse the mists of life's dark road, 
And lead us through its maze of fears, 

Thou morning star of God's abode. 
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WINTRY AGE. 

The flakes fall fast ! those hoary locks 

Time lays upon the aged years, 
While the pale light of winter mocks 

The glories which the summer wears. 
And now as earth is robed in snow, 

So let my soul be clothed, O Lord, 
That it for once as pure may show 

Despite the foul things in it stored ; 
But if the heavens are free from frown. 

How glorious then the prospect shows 
When a bright June-like sun looks down 

On a wide world of bleachbd snows. 
O wintry age ! what if on thee 

Days like the summer life should shine ! 
Pray unto Him that they may be 

The sunshine of His Light Divine ; 
Such Light, when life unto the edge 

And shadow of the grave shall tend. 
May be to thee the certain pledge 

Of the Bright Day that knows no end. 
The Light that lights the Harvest Home 

When all the sheaves are full in ear, 
When joyful reapers shouting come, 

And winters draw no more anear. 
No more anear with cankered life. 

No more anear with troublous days. 
But endless summer, ever rife 

With golden fields and songs of praise. 
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My time is passed in tranquil mood, 

I have no pain nor sorrow, 
Yet somehow Care will aye intrude 

When thinking of the morrow. 
It was not so; there came no grief. 

But pleasures, which did borrow — 
Whene'er they found the day too brief — 

Large measure from the morrow. 
The world around me has not changed. 

And life is better now than then \ 
Yet joy and I seem more estranged 

Than in the days of boyhood, when 
I met no love, and shared no wealth, 

Saw only want and sorrow, — 
For then I'd youth, and I had health, 

And Care knew no to-morrow. 



LINES. 
TO 

Soft winds in the bare wood are singing, 

Lo ! the trees wake to life at the strain ! 
A fount in the desert is springing, 

laughing verdure comes over the plain. 
The Wood and the Desert, I seem ; 

The Wind and the Fountain, thou art; 
The life of the song and the stream 

Is the love thou shed'st over my heart. 
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Once more I seek the Courts of Thought 

To look upon an honored face, 
By Memory's hands most truly wrought 

And filled with a surpassing grace. 
Sacred should be the time and place 

Where Thought has built so good a shrine, 
A sanctuary where a child's sweet face 

Beams with the rays of Love Divine. 

I stand far off, — I humbly gaze, — 

I feel not fit to come her near; 
I seem to dim her brighter ways — 

I greet her with remorseful tear. 
Presumptuous wish must not pollute 

Such presence with too ardent tread; 
Pray with the heart, let lips be mute, 

Silence befits the silent dead. — 

I wist not if the angels come 

In human form to walk the earth. 
If so, one visited my home, 

But vanished ere I knew her worth. 
She vanished, but her heart most kind 

Bequeathed to me what ne'er can die. 
That love wherewith the deathless mmd 

Holds commune with a soul on high. 
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Across the gulf that severa us 

I would— but no ! I cannot — leap; 
Stretch forth thine arms ! — I saw thee thus 

In days uf old, and I would keep 
That gesture graven on my heart — 

It tells me of a time to come 
When we shall meet no more to part, 

Jn a far-off and brighter home, — 

An aura fills the echoing aisles 

Of years that frame the vistaed past, 
Where rainbowed sunshine shed its smiles. 

But oftener were its rays o'ercast. 
Since then the mists of life have fled, 

And clearer now her image stands; 
How beautiful appear the dead 

Clothed in their glory by God's Hands ! 
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I fear to think; 

To rest is toil; 
From care I shrink; 

From mirth recoil 
Distress day brings; 

Most wearisome 
Seem present things 

And those to come. 
If I look back, 

How strangely changed 
Appears the track 

False pleasures ranged — 
A weary maze 

Of wasted time; 
Once luring ways 

Repulsive slime. 
Unseemly strife, 

Love's debts unpaid, 
A fair hued life 

In sinful shade. 
Look not behind. 

Thou canst not raise 
Childhood's pure mind 

From murky ways. 
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Grief now is vain ; 

Despoiled days, 
Like cankered grain, 

Lie dead always. 
No dewy tears, 

No sunny smile. 
Nor hopes, nor fears. 

Can now beguile. 
The heedless soul 

That sin creeps o'er 
From its control 

Escapes no more; 
And if it could. 

Would it reverse 
Evil to good. 

Or make bad worse ? 
Life would but be 

What it had been, 
Alternately 

Noble or mean. 
Fame or Disgrace 

We would live o'er 
If time and place 

Came as of yore. 
Experience 

Makes no new track 
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Where Innocence 

Now can come back. 
Let the past be; 

Hide what has been ; 
Look forth and see 

If 'neath the screen 
Of coming years 

Hqpe shows a ray. 
Or Mercy appears, 

Pointing the way 
To r^ons bright. 

Where at the last 
Souls find the Light 

Lost in days past 
Follow such guide, 

Tread the new path. 
Brushing aside 

Aught that now hath 
Taint of foul ways; 

Useless remorse 
Maketh life's days 

Toilsomely worse. 
Let us not see 

Evil things dead; 
They should not be 

Remembered. 
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Over the road, — helpless and old, 

To their earthy abode, — sodden and cold, 

In hurried procession the stricken ones haste; 
Yellow and sear, and shrunken of limb, 
Solemnly weird, through the atmosphere dim, 

In flocks ever crossing the vaporous waste. 

Up whirling and flying, scattered, moaning and sighing. 

Through the woods, o'er the earth, goes the wild 
dance of Death ; 

In the wintry rain falling, to the withered trees calling 

On the pitiless winds, rills and meadows beneath. 

They crowd by in the gloom, to the gates of the tomb, 

For the hand of Decay has encompassed them all. 

And the cold heart of heaven is deaf to their call. 

Yet listen ! they whisper ! put thine ear to the ground, 

Words of wisdom perchance may be caught in the 

sound : 
" Life ends not with death ! We are bom when we 

die, 
" And a new world receives us ! We slumbering lie 
" In the lap of kind earth, 'til the wintry nights fly, 

'* And the day spring shines down from the regions on 
high. 

" Weep not for the dead, they will live bye-and-bye." 
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A GEOLOGICAL DREAM. 

A VISION OF KENTS CAVERN, 

NEAR TORQUAY. 

If you would view the cavern aright 
You must visit it by the taper's light, 
For the faint b^ams of glimmering day 
Reveal but dimly the treacherous way, 
Where the yawning fissures are dark as night 
And unseen are the points of the stalactite; 
But the taper will show, if you hold it lower. 
The way to tread over the slippery floor; 
Then boulder and strata alternately 
Will look like ebon and ivory, 
And bolder and straighter your path will be 
If the depths of the cavern you wish to see. 
Where savans are heard in the watery gloom. 
And scientists muse o'er the weasel's tomb* 
Then go — but not alone I pray, 
For if alone you may lose your way, 
And late get home, and in wrath declare, 
" I was a fool for venturing there ! " 
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At the portal sits a waiting wight, 

His hair is not black, and it neither is white, 

But something that tells he is hovering between 

His three score ten and his sweet fifteen. 

A middle aged man, over whom the sun 

Has swept his brush of a tawny dun, 

And the wind and the weather have blended together 

Their manifold hues like the October heather; 

And his spirit has grown from his long sitting there 

Bright and dark as the several tints of his hair; 

Brightly lit when a visitor comes to the spot, 

But darksome alas when the pilgrim comes not, 

When no student appears for instruction and 

knowledge 
From him whose key opes this pre- Adamite college 
Where the fossils are books, the professors are stones. 
The leaves are old flints, and the diagrams bones ; 
Where logic pours out, and all 'ologies play. 
And science makes everything clear as the day. 
But the mouths that once spake now for ever are mute, 
And the notes are worn out in the scale of Time's flute ; 
Yet the changes he played are still written by age 
In tiie flats and the sharps that run over the page. 

At the portal sits that waiting wight. 

Like shape that kept the darksome gates of old 
Seen by immortal bard devoid of sight. 
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Who sang of things no living eyes behold; 

Or him for whom the rocky gates unrolled, 
And guided by the great poetic seer 

Wonders divine in deathless epic told, — 
He saw above the gates these words of fear 

Writ large: "Abandon Hope, all ye who enter here." 

" Keep up your hopes all ye who enter here," 
Is what we say when we behold unlocked 

The entrance to that cavern dark and drear. — 
" One at a time," for if the door is blocked, 
Tis horrid dark within, and we get knocked 

Hard on the head by some obtrusive rock. 
"Now light a taper," and if you are frocked 

Pray elevate the skirts, tho' jeerers mock. 

For mud and slush abound, and sorely spoil the frock. 

Tis dark within, the day is gone, 

Each light's a hazy spark. 
When suddenly we hear someone 

Cry out, " Oh here's a lark ! " 
Then meteor-like the tapers run 

Converging in the dark« 

We closely look — " 'tis not a lark. 

Oh false one say not so ! " 
The guide exclaims, " He means a shark, — 

He came here long ago. 
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Ages before they built the ark, 
Or Jonah took a row. 

" He came and ate Devonian eel 
And then hypertrophied ; 
Vou see, the Coprolites reveal 
The food whereof he died. 

" Alas ! he never weighed his meal, 

Though he had scales outside; 
To appetital deeds, a seal 

He watchfully applied 
What time he saw sea swells conceal 

The fissures of the tide. 

" You know that fluvial water makes 

Its ripples left to right; 
But tidal action forms its streaks 

In a manner opposite. 
By this it's clear the Ganoid takes 

Meals at the spring-tide's height. 

'* He left his Ramus and Brain-plate 

With sutures polygon, 
Because he could not masticate 

The food he feasted on. 
And so he died, his viscera state, 

Of indigestion. 



i 
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" And here is Calamary, 

Of old a wondrous scribe. 

He pen and ink did carry, 
Creation to describe. 

Much given to woo and many, 
He left a countless tribe. 

" The wind was blowing north-half-west 

Ten million years ago; 
And how its action is expressed 

These rain marks plainly show; 
Beneath the line they were imprest, 

And therefore in a row. 

" Neptunean waters washed this cave — 

'Twas a Plutonic shore; 
Cyclonic winds were heard to rave, 

And aqueous columns roar; 
And so this cave became the grave 

Of fishes by the score. 

" But after that the cave looked up, 
Upheaved, in fact, in life; 

Then hungry Saurians came to sup, 
And Molluscs seek a wife; 

Crustaceans drain the bitter cup 
Of metamorphic strife. 
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" And here we have a tiger's claws — 

By what they hold, 'tis clear 
How cheap he held old forest laws 

While hunting of the deer; 
Nor did he pause to lay his paws 

On heedless Mammifer; 
If ailing bear hopped near his jaws 

Poor Bruin found his bier. 

"And here's a fractured humerus — 
Cleanly united bone, 
That tells us how pugnacious 

Were birds in ages gone. 
That in a broil contentious 
The injury was done." 

And now we turn the other way 

And in sepulchral hole 
Half of a vertebrate survey 

That once was sound and whole; 
Therefore we may be sure, I say. 

Some one the other stole. 

And here we have the very thief. 

The fearful hyaena, 
By whom the other came to grief 

In lacustrine flora; 
Of feral beasts he was the chief, 

A fierce Camivora. 
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Incisors and molars, both upper and lower, 

Bicuspids and canines of terrible power; 

Proclaiming a gentleman given to feast 

On fish, flesh, and fowl, with green fodder and beast. 

Graminivorous and also herbivorous. 

Carnivorous — in one word omnivorous; 

Prehensile his hands, — his feet plantigrade. 

In his posture erect he but clumsily swayed ; 

And we saw where his vertebral column should end 

A caudal appendage convoluting descend. 

" Oh Darwin ! Oh Huxley ! " we franticly shout, 

"The real old original mystery's out ! 

The link so long lost we have found, and the chain 

Of our being unites to the Unknown again. 

Prehistoric ancestor ! we pray you unfold 

The embryological wonders of old, 

We're burning, we're thirsting, we're dying to 

learn 'em." 
He his occiput scratched, and he then beat his sternum. 
And in accents both rhoncus and strident began 
His account of the true Evolution of Man : — 

" Over the Infinite, the Unknowable brooded, 
And in plenum atomic, abhorring a chasm. 

By action molecular, slowly denuded. 
The trillionth part of unseen Protoplasm. 

Then Abiogenesis dawned on the vacuum 
And Films Embryonic were soon amplified. 
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" Speak, dreadful shape, and let us know 
Why here you hide and slink." 
We feel our courage ebbing low. 

The guttering tapers blink. 
It answers, murmuring deep and low, 
" I am The Missing Link." 

The missing link perhaps may light 

The darkness of our ways. 
The thought strikes us as somewhat bright. 

And so the boldest says : — 
" O, Link, we courteously invite 

Your help to clear the haze 

That hides the bygone years from sight 

And darkens all our days ; 
Pray tell us what is wrong or right 

In Time's bewildering maze." 

Then uprose our Antediluvian Sire 

From the slumber of ages to meet our desire ; 

He was rugged and shaggy — had nothing to wear. 

But a skin rather hirsute — he was otherwise bare. 

His ears, elongated, stood out from his head. 

The cranium was shallow, posteriorly spread. 

Frontal retrocedent, — facial angle obtuse. 

The jaw strong and massive, well fitted for use ; 
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Incisors and molars, both upper and lower, 

Bicuspids and canines of terrible power; 

Proclaiming a gentleman given to feast 

On fish, flesh, and fowl, with green fodder and beast. 

Graminivorous and also herbivorous, 

Carnivorous — in one word omnivorous; 

Prehensile his hands, — his feet plantigrade, 

In his posture erect he but clumsily swayed ; 

And we saw where his vertebral column should end 

A caudal appendage convoluting descend. 

** Oh Darwin ! Oh Huxley ! " we franticly shout, 

"The real old original mystery's out ! 

The link so long lost we have found, and the chain 

Of our being unites to the Unknown again. 

Prehistoric ancestor ! we pray you unfold 

The embryological wonders of old. 

We're burning, we're thirsting, we're dying to 

learn 'em." 
He his occiput scratched, and he then beat his sternum, 
And in accents both rhoncus and strident began 
His account of the true Evolution of Man : — 

" Over the Infinite, the Unknowable brooded. 
And in plenum atomic, abhorring a chasm. 

By action molecular, slowly denuded. 
The trillionth part of unseen Protoplasm. 

Then Abiogenesis dawned on the vacuum 
And Films Embryonic were soon amplified. 
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And Mastic and Plastic produced a residuum 

Where Globigerince at last vivified. 
Then Bathybius sought a befitting environment, 

V^'Tiere Tremors actinic were attenuated. 
But germs protozoic possessed no integument 

'Til Carbon and Oxygen chose to be mated. 
Then over the Cosmos came Potentiality 

With Nebular gravity, whence Solar Energy, 
In luminous Ether enveloped the sky, 

And with slow Perturbations developed the, Sea. 
Conservation of Energy came into play. 

With Substance and Matter and Form and Design 
Objective, subjective, and so night and day 

Make it clear why the Sun was intended to shine. 
The Planetoids then ran through infinite -^ons 

With orbital motion, eccentric, oblique, 
Until their strength failed *em — and so for these reasons 

This epoch of Chronos is known as the week — 
Things ductile and mobile interpenetrated 

Ccnvoluting about as the Rotiferse. 
Cohesion, Adhesion, then conglomerated, 

And emerged as the Zooids of Coralline sea: 
Attraction, Repulsion, assumed nascent force; 

Radiation, Diffusion, determined to seed ; 
Cryptogamic impulses (a matter of course) 

Arrangcd.for a slow correlation of breed — 

Foraminifera, Amorphozoa, 

w 
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Echinodermata and Polyparia, 
Brachiopods with small Bryozoa, 

Gastropods, Lamellibranchia; 
Then were developed Cephalopods, 

Teleosaurus and Pliosaunis, 
Emys and Phlemys, who bear their abodes, 

Plesiosaurus and Stenosaurus. 
Amphibia swarmed, and the strongest of Mammals 

Procreated and quickly replenished the earth ; 
Twas the love of their young made these animals 

To keep stony records of marriage and birth. 
Now came the old travelling bagmen, Marsupials; 

Then Cetacea went down and took dips in the sea. 
Pterodactyls danced round at Silurian balls. 

And lazy old Mylodons went up a tree. 
Now Climatology and Sociology 

Showed how Selection and Differentiation 
Made the fittest survive, by which means Psychology 

Determined all genera, classes, and nation; 

Then the Gibbons came up from the ends of the earth, 

And made love to the daughters of ring-tailed 
Baboons ; 

And these to the Ape Quadrumanous gave birth, 

And all Mandrils and Lemurs that worship new 
moons. 

Then Gorilla arose o'er the land and prevailed 

In his might with the Sakiwinkie; 
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And this is the reason the race was curtailed 

In the days of the wise Chimpanzee. 
In the fulness of time came the noble Ouran, 

And begat the great Anthropoid Ape; 
And he, as you know, was the Prototype Man, 

But I am the last of the shape." 

Then silence fell round us like a shroud, 

And naught was heard but droppings of hot tears. 
As our Great Ancestor, his meek head bowed, 

Wept o'er the memory of departed years. 
Then, not in anger, but as one who sorrowed. 
In melancholy tones these accents followed : — 
" I might have slumbered in my long oblivion 

But for the indefatigable V n. 

Nor ever stirred from protoplasmic jelly 
But for the pokings of inquisitive P y." 

The Link is fled — the taper's dead — 

We hurry from the Cavern ; 
Right glad am I hard by to spy 

A hospitable tavern, 
T'was there, I think, I wrote this stave. 
And saw the vision of the Cave. 
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